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SONGS. 


8 O NG | x. To the READER. 
7 any tune you can find will fait it. 


cpr of theſe ballads, dear ſir, from a fend; 3 
From an oddity, whom, or to blaine or comments | 
No mortal e'er gave himſelf trouble. 


Praiſe is but a vapour, and cenſure the ſame, 


And each lunatic ſchemer, who pines after fame, 
But makes himſelt vanity' I bubble. 15 


This ſcribbling, this pen - and- in kitch, is a crime, 
; Yet heaven forgive each poor ſinner in rhime, 


T no more can help writing than eating. 


By a mad poet bit I rave out in verſe, 
As 'prentices, crack-brain'd, theatric rehearſe, 


All be- DARBY 'd, OrnzLLo repeating. 


3 3 2 


CES: 


Banwasrvs and Peolsvus, cold HIPPOC RENE, 
Are words only form'd to give ſchool-boys the ſpleen, 
By the curl-pated pedant APOLLO." - 
Let the nine muſes flide o'er the ſmooth-ſhav'n glades, 
No aid I'll accept from theſe tea drinking main 
But Bacchus with bumpers III follow. 


The Epic, Iambic, Pindaric and Sapphic, | 
Are patterns of poetry wherewith bards treflick, 
With many more names that are harder. 
Zut what are all theſe to a beef and wine feaſt? 
"The dainties of HesIoD and HomERx's a Jett, 
Compar'd to the wit ef a larder. — 


That, I always prefer to a claſſical treat, 

Not cur- like, the ſradow exchange for the meat, 
There's more wit in eating than thinking. 

Pray what are ell f:milies, to a firloin? | 

Or the what-d'ye-call ſtream, to a ſtream of good wine? 
For merit is center'd in drinking. 


Lo 
"IS tis ati... i - 


"The choice-ſpirit Hoxact has made us ſome verſes, 
And ruſtical Roundelays Vinci rehearſes, 
Jo be ſure they have ſaid ſome things clever. 
But what are all Thimes to a round of good toaſts, 
And then for their metaphors--we've boil'd and roaft, 
80 beef and a Wanner for ever. 
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[7 S O0 N G 2. Franc” Advice. 

4 As Plato, why ſhould man be vain! 

j Since bounteous Heaven has made bim Feat; 
: c Why does he look with ſuch diſdain, | 
. On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate? 
| F 7 | Can coſtly robes or beds of down, 

T And ail the gems that deck the fair; 

q Can all the glories of a crown, 

; Give health or caſe the brow of care? 

o 1 The ſeepter 'd lice: | the burthen d ſlave, 


2 I be humble and the haughty die; 
Ie rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In duſt without diſtinction lie. 


Dis C | 


Let mirth, and joy, and wine abound, 


[ ] ws | 
8 I 


Eo ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 


Who once the greateſt titles wore ; 


Their wealth and slory is bereft, 7 


And all their honour is no more. 


$0 flies the meteor thro' the ſkies, 


And [pready along a gilded train, 


When ſhot, tis gone; its beauty dies, 


Diſſolves to common ait again. 


80 'tis with us, my jovial ſouls, 


Let friendſhip reign while here we ſtay ; | 
Let's crown our joy with flowing bowls, 
When Jove he calls we muſt away. 


8 O NG : 
T. the tune of the foregoing ſong. 


ILL, fill the bowl with ſparkling wine, 
The j Joyous rich repaſt prepare; 


| Drink, drink, my friends, and ne'er repine, 


Of fortune s frowns let others ſhare : 
Thoſe ſhe exalts are but her ſport, 


The play- things of her fickle mind; 


And thoſe who muſt her favours court, 


Are in her gifts the moſt behind. 


Then unconcern'd, let life glide on, 
Let mirth employ the preſent hour, 
For e'er to-morrow's riſing ſun, 
The fates may ſnatch it from our pow ts. 
Drink on, and puſh the glaſſes round, 
Let hope to-day prevent deſpair ; 


Tomorrow is not worth our care. 


1 0 N Te 4. Nancy Prong. | 


HEN heart and head are crack'd with ears, 
With more than heart or head can bear 
There's nothing can thoſe cracks repair, 


a Like this my Naxcy Prozs, £ 
* 1 Why 


— 


— — 
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_ What is man without his mate, 
Facx for GiLL, and Tou for Karr, 
Each for each was form'd by fate, 
And 1 for Nancy PIPER, 


A bowl of punch will make you gay, 

But when the fumes are paſt away, 

Xour j Joys are gone, your ſorrows ſtay, _ 

Not fo with Nancy Prez. 


In her the beſt ingredients meet; - --- 

| Not weak and lou'r, and ftrong and ſweet, 

Put beſt refin d, and ſpirits neat, 

Are found in Nancy PiPrs. 


Old time, that chief, will ſteal your prime, 
To ſteal from him will be no crime, 
Of all his cares, let's cheat old time, 
By help of NANCY Prove: 


Then come my Nancy trip away, 
Too morrow's grief will kill to day, 
And drive out care with dance and play, 
And F thus we'll pay the pirers | 


SON G 5 The 1 


June Sure a laſs in her bloom at the age of ninetcen. 


O you that are lovers theſe lines I addreſs, 
Attend to my tong, would you woo with ſucceſs, 
Nor you ye bright femaies my boldneſs deſpiſe, 
Since all muft be bold to approach your bright eyes. 


- Fuft mark well her humour. if ſerious or gay, 
If ihe's moſtly i inclin'd to her dreſs or to play, 
Indulge her in each, for from this you will find, 

Sue“ approve. your addrefles, and looner be kind, 


If fond of her beauty, her paſſion is praiſe, 
I/ toe gentle Jagpet your meut youll mile | 


: There 


teen, 


els, 


C3 


ere 
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F 
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| There ſing of her lips, her bright eyes and her hair, 
And tell her not Venus with her can compare. 


Should ſome rival toaſt her dread envy provoke, 
Rail with her, —then laugh in your ſleeve at the joke, 


If ſhe's partial, to pleaſe her and flitter her pride, 


( Tho! gainſt your own conſcience)—Be {Ull on her fe, 


Theſe rules if obſerv'd will your paſſion befriend, 
For all female ſenſe is but pride in the end; 
And this is the text, what they like or deſpite, 
The ſame you muſt cenſure, the flame fem to Prins. | 


SONG 6. 


The Country M. „ introduc'd by Mr. Connr in the 
pantomime of the Fair, performed at the theatre- royal 
in Crow-ſtreet ; but never before printed, 


OME lafſes and lads, take leave of your dads 
Away to the may-pole hie; 
For every he has got him a ſne, 
And a filier Rapding by: 


There's WILL has Bl hi Are and Jonnne bay | 


got his Joan, 
To; Jig it, jig it, jig it, jig it, 118 it up and down, 


; | Begin ſays Harry, aye, aye, ſays Many, 


We'll lead up Packington's pound; 
No, no, fays NzLL, and no ſays DoLr, 
We'll firſt have Sz. Leger's round 
Then every man did put——his hat off to is laſs, 95 
And every maid did curt'iy, curtly,. curt * on the 
graſs, : 8 


* 


| Strike 1 up ſays Wax, agreed tays Kars, 
I pray the fidler play ; ; 


Content ſays Hop, and ſo fays Mapce, Er 2 
Por this is @ holiday: 5 | 
Then every man began —to font it round abcut, 5 
And every maid did jetty it, Jetty it Jetty itin and out - 


FS You're - | 
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You're out hays D1cx, you lie ſays Nic, 
The fidler plays it falſe; 
And ſo ſays Hucn, and fo ſays Sur, 
And fo ays nimble ELSE: 
The fidler then began—to play the tane again, 
And every maid did trip it, trip it, trip it unto the men. 


Ler s kiſs ſays Nan, content 170 Jans, 
And fo ſays every ſhe; 
How many fays Narr? why three ſays Marr, 
For this is a maiden's fee: - 
But they inſtead of three, did give them half a ſcore, 
The men in kindneſs, kindneſs, kindneſs, gave them as 
many more. 


Then after an hour, they went to a bowers 
To play for ale and cakes; 
And kifſes too,—until they were due, 
The laſſes held the ſtakes : 
The women then began—to quarrel with the men, 
And bid them take their kiſſes back and give them their 


own again. 


Thus, thus they ſat, until it was late, | 
And tir'd the fidler quite: 
With finging and playing, without any paying, 
From morning until night: 
They told the fidler then, they' d pay him for his * 
And each gave two pence, two pence, two pence, two. 
Pence, and went their way. 


| Good night ſays Ciss, good night as Pars, 


Good night ſays HARRY to DoLL; 


Good night ſays Joan, good night ſays Joan, 
Good night ſays every one: 


Some ran, ſome went, ſome ſtaid; ſome tarry'd by the 


way ; 


Each bound themſelves in kiſſes voclye, to meet the 5 


next holiday. 
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@Tzcnuicar, Bipicar, isnt Ballad. Tune: 


Johnny Adair of Kilternan. 


OW we are free from college rules, 


From ſyſtems out of ſeaſon; 


From lumber of the lying ſchools, 


And {yilog..tic reaſon: 
Never more we'll have defin'd, _ 
If matter thinks or thinks not; 


All the matter we ſha'l mind, 


Is he who drinks, or drinks not. 


Metaphyſical to trace, 

The mind or foul en 
Or prove infinity of ſpace,  - 

By cauſe on cauſe effected. 
Better ſouls we can't become, 
By immaterial thinking; 
And as to ſpace, we want no room, 

But room enough to drink 1 in. 


Plenum, Vacuum, minus, plus, . 
Are learned words, and rare too, 
Thoſe terms our tutors may diſcuſs, 
And thoſe that pleaſe, may hear tos. 
A plenum 1s our-wine we ſhow, 
With plus and plus behind, fir ; 
And when our caſh is minus lows... 
A vacuum ſoon we find, ſir. 


Ne wrox talk d of lights bad ſhades; 


And different colours knew, fir; 


| Don't let us diſturb our heads, 


We will but ſtudy two, fir. 
White and red our glaſſes boaſt, 
True humour's rarefaction; 
After him we'll name our toaſt, 


The Centre cf attraction. 5 
'8 4 


„„ * 
On that theſis we'll declaim, 1 
With Stratum ſuper ftratum ; 
There” 5 mazic in the mighty name, = 
is nature's poſtulatum. by 8 „„ 
ine in nature's next to love, | 
Then wiſely let ns blend em; 1 
Firſt though phyſically prove, | = Þ 
That tempus eft bibendum. | N 5 


SON 0 8. 
Tune: Puſh about the briſk bowl. 
B* the light of the moon tother ev ning I ſtray'd 
A mile by the fide o'the brook ; _ 
When Roo ER Rept up with, how do you, fair maid * ? 


I peeviſhly aer d, go look—go look— 
{ peeviſhly anſwer'd, 20 ok. 


Nay. nay, he reply'd, why ſo angry with me? 

I know you meet Ro IN the cook; 

It may be you now are à waiting for he. 1 
In paſſion I anſwer'd, go look—go look "= 


Quoth he, you love muſic, I've heard them to fay 
And out he an inftrument took; 

Dye think, ſaid he, BoB or I better can play? | 

] anſ{wer'd him, fellow, go look go look—= Oe. 


7 
| 
7 

2 5 N 


But reſolute grown, he ſeiz d faſt o my hand, 

And forc'd me to fit down in the nook ; 

And ſweet, laid he, tell me who+ tunes you enn 
Tau Puppy, I anſwer 'd, 20 look—go loox — Cc. 


-- 


But ſoon, with his flute, he fo raviſh'd my heart, 
That I never dreamt more of the cook; 

And thoſe who imagine Pve told but a part, 

F or the reſt of the ad may look — may look— Ve. 
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SONG 9 
Tnutitled, BAR RA DOESs VoLunNTIERS: by an cer of 
1 the corps that went upon the expedition againſt Mar- 
1 tinico. - 7o the ſame tune, as the foregoing ſong. 


: V lads of Barbadoes, remember your blood, 
5 Tis the blood of a ſoldier that warms you; 
Remember, my lads, that your quarrel is good, 
"Tis the cauſe of your country that arms you, | | 
| : 1 | Ke e My boys, Oc. TEE 
Our brothers of Europe, by ſea and by land, 
All over the globe are vitorious : ol 
Hark! from us of Barbadoes an aid they demand, 
And we too will dare to be glorious, 


8 Brawe boys, c 
For ſhall we no more but our pedigree claim, 
From heroes who figur'd of old? 
We'll prove our deſcent by maintaining their fame; 
By actions as hardy and bold, 3 

ke „ | Brave boys, Top | 


To fave Martinico, the trembling monſieurs 
Their encroachments would gladly ſurrender 
Put treacherous treaties, and falthood like theirs, . 
Now only true conqueſt can hinder, Rs 

„ | 1 5 _ Brave boys, e. 


1 ; 
, 4 
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Then haſte, my brave boys, glorious Moxcrox to join, 
Already the army is near; | 

The ſeaſon for us and for ſeamen is fine, 
_ *'Tis the foe has a tempeſt to fear, — 
ao oa DET 
Then, lads of Barbadoes, remember your blood. 
Lis the blood of a ſoldier that warms you 
Remember, my lads, that your quarrel is good, 
"Tis the canis of your country that arms you 
„„ out ts My boys, Ce. 
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SONG 1o. 


UPID, you ſneaking young dog, I deſpiſe you, 
N Fly from this fpot—like a friend I adviſe you; 
Pox o'your quiver, you fool, we don't fear it; 
We are defended by champaign and claret. 
Sing, huzza, be jolhh, be frolickſome here, 


I we nothing to think of, ſo notbing ie fear. 


He that is heavily laden with ſorrow, 
Adds to the bur.hen by thoughts of to-morrow ; 
Reaſon and gravity buckle behind ye, 
Tricks of the ſophiſters only to blind ye.— Cc. 


Look at our motto there, Nunc eſt bibendums © 
Thoſe that are ſick, why the bottle muſt mend em; 
He that's a bankrupt, why let him heed nought on't ; 
This is the centre to bury the thought on't. -W. 


Come, charge for a toaſt now, my choice, merry 


„„ ous; %%% ST Re, | | 
Good lord! how I love to fee humpers and howls !J-= _ 
Here's a health to king GeorGE the third, e'er I depait, 

And he that want pledge me's a dog in his heart — fe, 


8 ONG . The Chryflal 7 ear, 


W means the tender ſigh my dear, 
Why ſilent drops that chryſtal tear, 
What jealous fears diſturb thy reſt, 


| Where love and peace delights to reſt ? 
What tho' my Jockey has been ſeen, 


With MoLLy ſporting on the green; 
Las but an artful trick to prove, 
The matchleſs force of Jenny's love. 


"Tis true, a noſegay I addreſt, 
To grace the witty DayHNE'S breaft, 
Put was at her deſire to try, | 
If Damon caſt a jealous eye; 


let 
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Theſe flowers will fade by morning daww, 


Neglected, ſcatter d o'er the lawn: 


Hut in thy fragrant boſom lies, 
A ſweet . tle never dies. 


8 0 NG 12. "# Hunting Cantats, 


Rx cITATIVE. 


T. whiſtling ploughman' hails the bluſhing dawn; 
The thruſh melodious joins th' uncouth ſalute z 


Loud ſings the blackbird thro' reſounding groves z 
High toars the lark to meet the riſing ſun. ——— 


Alx. > 


Ly to the copſe, 1 away, 


And now, my hoys, throw off the hounds ; 


| { warrant he ſhews us ſome play; 


See yonder he ſkulks ver the ground! 
Give your courſers the ſtur then, and ſ moke * em, my bloods, 


Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn 


5 W. hat concert is equal to this of the ods, 
 *Twixt echo, the hound, and the horn. 


Each carth, ſee, he tries at in wain; 
The covert no ſafer can find ; 


5 See he breaks it, and ſcours amain, 


And leaves us a diſtance behind. 


5 0 er rocks, hills and hedges, and ri vers, ae ve fy; 


All hazards and dangers we ſcorn ; 
Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he S117 
Chear up the good dogs with the born. 


And now be ſcarce creeps thr the dale ; 


See his bruſh, how it drops! e his de — 


His ſpeed can no longer avail ; 


Who of late was jo cunning and ſtrong. _ 


| From our ſtaunch and feet pack, was in vain that ho 


fled, | 
See ths tear Vin beni 1 | 


The farmers, with pleaſure, behold him lie dead, 


And Ant to the mT of the h . | 
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8 0NG 13. To LAURA. 
LD and coarſe, yet ſtill a rover; 


Wrink”q madam= 


At fifteen years the blooming wad. 


With every glance a ſwain difarms: 
But cool'd by threeſcore ſummers ſhade, 
Tis time to lay Gown uſeleſs arms. 


| Then fling your waſh ind paint aſide; . 


You never more can man controuL —— 


| Go, ſay your pray'rs, diſcard your pride; 
And Cheat the Dl of a foul. 


8 O NG 14. 


Co bind my brows, ye wood-nymphs fair, : 


With ivy wreaths come bind my brows ; 
Hence grief and woe, and pain and care, 
To Bacchus I devote my vows. 
Dull Cynic rules 
Are fit for tools; 


Let thoſe digeſt the food who can: 


But love and wine 
Shall ſtill be mine; 


© let me lavgh out all my ſpan, 


No wounds, O love, e'er let me foal 


But ſuch as ſpring from eyes and ſhapes ; ry 


A curſe on thoſe that come by ſteel ; 


1 bate all blood, but blood of grapes. 
| Then fill up high 
The bowl, that I 


5 May drink and laugh at fools of ſenſe; : 


Why need we fear 
To want next year ? 


vil be al one A hundred hene; 


Prone to change; fantaſtic dame — 
In thy thought, why lives the lover ? 


fie, for ſhame ! — — 
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On HuvorsoMe 


' BURLESQUE BURLETTA. 


— 


- — — 


in London about three years ſince; 


among whom were the famous 


Madame N! ICOLINA | and Ma- 
dame SPILLETTA. 


HIS piece was wrote as 2 
burleſque on the capital 
Burletta people, who performed 
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PROLOGUE, 


Spcken by Co Mus. 


AMIDST this gay circle, bright beams the fair race, 
* Each form's rich with geſture, each geſture with 


grace; 


Lowe laughs in their looks : Youth blooms in each cheek, 
Senje ſpeats when they ſmile, and wit ſmiles when they. 


peak, 


Gay dreſs'd daughters of beauty, ye ſons of true taſte, 
This evening accept of a choice ſpirits feaſt. 


Ive calPd then together, this ſet Pre ſelected, 
By Comus this evening collation's directen; 


| Great Bacchus the Gay God of bumper's my fire, 


Great Bacchus the fuel and lite of lowe's fire; 


Who beftows on the lover afjurance to try, 


7 


force to deny. 
From him I'm deſcended, and thus ſpoke my father 


Co; call the chief ſons of true humour together. 
| Let Harmony uſher the things they jhall ſay, 

Be laughter attendant, and wit prompt the play; 

But baniſh low quibble, and fing-ſong impure, 
Poor perſonal ſatire, entendres obſcure, 

Let not ribaldry dare to offend the chaſte ear, 

Nor dullneſs, ib een in Op'ra, appear; 

Let mirth by the fide of plain ſenſe take her place, 
And the comic muſe ſmile undebauch'd by grimace 
Do not lamp the buffoon an the ſterling of nature, 

But the ſenſe of each ſong be expreſsd in each feature. 
NT s thus he commanded, I this had to ſay, = 

Come, lads, let me ſee you know bow to obey ; 
Te ſocial, harmonious choice ſpirits begin, 


A moment be ſilent, J fair, while they ſing. | | 
a in 
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His brother bucks were plac'd en | * 
Their heads with unſeam d hugting capo were C 


GRINNA: 


OR, 


The Cnorce Spikirs Faser. 
RECITATIVE, 


WAS at a ven'ſon feaſt, at cricket won, 
By lightfoot's nimble fon: 
Afleep in jocky ſtate 
The groom-like ſquire fate, 
Nodding in elbow chair. 


bound, 

$0 ſhould each ſportſman far the chace be crown'd, 
Fark! the horn ſounds ay, aM 

Aurora uſhers in the day; 

The op'ning hounds uncoupled view, 
With deep-hung dewlaps daſh the dew ; 
With ſwelling notes and head held back, 
See the unharbour'd ſtag burſt thro? the brake; 


The high- bred horſe ſhakes his air-waving main, | 
Stamps o'er the ſounding earth, and ſcours along the 


Pla n. 


Dozrr. | 


When Phcebus the tops of the hill does adorn, xc. 


Re CITATIVE, 


The iMning croud admir'd the ſong, horn dend, 
Bravo! braviſſimo! they ſhout around; 


Below, je grawer ö yore back rebouud. 


Scar d 


5 
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Down his ſmooth ſkull a fingle lock was hung, 
And feebly coughing, thus the glutton ſung : 


Oh, why will not Bucks in their prime, 


When the pale face of winter appears, 
And each late bloſſom'd tree tops with ſnow, = 


| Sunken eyes, feeble hams, bloodleſs veizs, 


N 


Scar'd with the noiſe, young buck awakeys 
And ſtares at all his brother rakes; | 
'Then rubs his eyes, aſks what's o'clock ? 

Startled, he hears the watchman knock. 


Now ſilence thrice was call'd, and thrice 'twas broke, 
When in a fury thus young lightfoot ſpoke, 


Bring up the watchman, ſeize the vile invader 


Ihen up they drage'd the midnigut ſerenader. 5 


When, lo! the figure of Old Time appears, 
His face was furrow'd with five thouſand years. 


— — Oo — . 


Soo. | 
” My friends pray break up now you've time, 
You'll repent if in vain you are told ; LS; | 


Conſider they are to grow old? 


Thus our heads, thinly ſpread with white hairs, LO 
Lee's laſt wintry evening will ow. 85 


Like the maim'd from long dreadful campaigns | 
You are mark'd, by debauch, full of ſcars, | 


Paiſy ſhaking, and ſe d by catarrhs. 


Then toothleſs ye mump, and ye moan, 
Your ſhrivell'd cheeks twiſting about: -Y 


Ye mumble, ye grumble, and groan, 


Then die as a candle goes out. 


REcITATIVE. 


As when the riſing tempeſt ruſhing roars, _ 
Sweeps off the harveſt, ſhakes the ſounding ſhores ; 
Red lightrings flaſh, ſeas bellow, thunder growls, 

The pproar reaching to the trembling poles, 


n 


1181 
Waves, winds, rocks, rain, ſhips, ſands and clouds. 
contend, 5 | 
And ſhrieks and ſwearing the wide welking rend. 
In dreadful din thus roſe the drunken crew, | 
Pipes, glaſſes, bottles, punch bowls, flaſks o'er- 
5 mne; | | © | 
They gagg'd the preacher, daſh'd him to the 
ground, = 5 1 Pe 
And in a pipe of claret, Time was drown'd. 
Huzza young Lightfoot cry'd, while in our prime, 
Claret can always kill the bugbear Time. 


© Cnoxvs: 
The many rend the room with loud applauſe, 


80 Time was drown'd, and drinking won the caufe. 


7 ED 


8 6— Sdn — N —— 


SECOND ACT, 
| REcITATIVE. 15 


T EE praiſe of erinking, then the cholcelt ſpit 


ng. 


Come my bucks, let to night be devoted to drink- 
To-morrow's tos ſoon to be troubled with thinking. 
No more ſhall time preach, nor no more ſhall we 

hear it, ES 5 15 
For he's drown'd as he ought in a hogſhead of claret. 


Now time is no more, or no more can forbid us, 
Of that troubleſome gueſt a choice ſpirit has rid us; 
Vet if time ſhou'd be wanting for any deſign, 

IS Henceforth he is found in a hogſhead of wine. 


Since time is confin'd to our wine let us think == 
By this rule we are ſure of our time when we drink; 
. Comes 


T1913 


Come, my bucks, let your -laiſes with bumpers be 
1 prim'd, | 
4 No we're certain our drinking is always well tim'd. 


Rr CITATIVE., 


} Now the heart-raiſing horn at diſtance blew, 
| Swift to the chace, away the ſportſmen flew: 
: Shouting they read the air, each hill reſounds, )“ 
Loud neigh the ſteeds, and louder ops the! 
| hounds, IN 
From babbling eccho back the fioiſe rebounds, 
Sooth'd with the ſounds, young buck grew vain, 
And haunted every chace again, 
And cover thrice he broke; and thrice he flew the © 
ſlain. | | | 


| So nc. 


Here was a hare kill'd, and there a for fell; 
_ Here a leap took wou'd. ſtartle a Czar; 
There they unharbour'd, and there rung his knell, 
And here it was hit off, hark forward to Teizer, 
Then they their bumpers above-head advancing, 
All fell to ſinging, and then fell to dancing. 


| Wonder and plander, ſhrill Thunder and Sue, | 
Blueman and Trueman, with We and Row- 
| ter; 

Sweetlips the babbler, and Tulip ſo true, 
With Darling and Starling, and Tatler and Trows 

„ 

5 Theſe were the hounds he hoop'd and he hollow'd, 
While all the reſt reeling with en follow d. 


r 
* r 2 * 


Recirarive. 


Long ago, 
| Fer better muſic Biitons learn d to know, "7 
Our Britiſh bards. from whom choice ſpirits come, 
Thus rudely garniſh'd out each harveſt home: 
Sung Caevy-Chace, and Robin Hood; 
Or corn grows now where hk town ood. 
| gone, 


[207] 
SONG, 
No Senefino then was known, 
Cuzzoni or Fauſtina: | 
No Farinelli charm'd the town, 
Nor comic Nicolina. 
But falt-box bang, and jews-harp twang, 
With hurdy gurdy grunting, 
While others ſing to the bladder and ſtring, 
Like hogs in high winds hunting. 


0 | RECITATIVE. 
Ye ſocial ſons! ye lady-loving race! 
Who taſte with tranſport love's unfeign'd embrace, 
Who mingle o'er the wit-enlivening bowl, 
Ihe feaſt of reaſon and the flow of ſoul, 
No more let dullneſs in a foreign tongue 
 Taint your true taſtes, nor give up ſenſe for ſong. 
Beauties of Britain, ye fair female race,  _ 
Whoſe words are muſick, and whole motions grace: 
Joy of all hearts, wiſh of admiring eyes, 
 Heay'n's laſt, beſt gift, and love's Juxurious prize: 
Forgive and favour theſe our rude eſſays, 
And patranize our ruſtic roundelays. 


oF „ 
Prithee leave off this dull panegyric, my dear, 
The ladies have wiſhed the choice ſpirits to heaf, 
To divert them this night in borlace we appear. 


Since ſinging's the taſte, let us have a duetta, 
Between us we'll make what you call a burletta, 
He ſhall do the old man, and you do Spilletia. 


| Recirarive. | 
Poe got a cold, indeed I'm very hoarſe, 
I fear with ſinging, ſir—to make it worſe, | 
Vet fill Pill ſtrive, nay work like any negro, 
From flow Adagio, up to quick Allegro, 
Then change from Forte to the ſoft Piano; 


That 


7 THe 


[ 21 ] 


That I will bez 

Si Signor 8i, 

F Indeed a Bon-Compagno. 

1 Come, my dear daughter, come, Miſs Nicolina, 
: J muſt compole a new burletia grinna, - 

And with wy fingers play the ſymphonina, 


1 Tis dinner-time, I find, my dear Signora 

1 Go fetch ſome ſtakes, Va=letch ſome takes, encora, 
2 While 1 make uniſon of theſe ſtoccato's, | 
Boil me ſome broth, and roaſt me ſome nice potatoes. 


8 ON G. : 


Volti lar: go mi affetto, 
Subito andante. 


Rr cl ative, 


Put ſome greens in cabbage netto, 
And make lone ioup ſante. 


8 0 * . 
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Non troppo n' affe ctuoſo, 
Trace primo violin. 


. RECIrATrivt. 
The broth will be but ſo ſo, 
If you don't put oatmea! in. 
Thirds, fifths and eighths, a half's above a quarter, 


A minum's long, a quaver is much ſhorter ; 
Before you lay the Cloth, 89 get a piat of porter. 


| She, Pray, papa, pardonna oy, 
Sion confuſa, ah ma toy. 
He. Fetch ſome drink! 
She. Indeed not I, indeed not I, indeed not A 
He. Youre ill bred, miſs, 

She. That's a lie. 

He. Gallop, troilop, 

La vivace, va vivace, 


* +. Trallop, Zallop. 
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[a2 ] 
he. Tace ta. 
He. Le diable. 
She. Bribble brabble barboncina. 


He. Cars ſpillatta. 


She. Foollatta. 
He. Le diable. 
She. Bribble brabble piccicina. | 


le. Cara ſpillatta. 


84s. F oollatta ca. 


80 M . 
Thus wich jargon they juggle us out of our money. 


. With cara da capo encore abandoni, 


Esch phraſe muſt be fine, it's nouvelle we are ſure on': 
Nouvelle let it be, and let us hear no more on't. 


Be not Britons miſled by a 58 or a dance, - 


Nor your fathers forget they e remember'd in France. 


Shall capers, concertos, coupzes, ſerenadas, 
Demoliſh the men that demoliſh Armadas ? 


The black prince and his father at Poidtiers and. 
Creſly, 


| Comes d N rough molle made monſieurs uneaſy, 
King Henry the fifth too at Agincourt's rout, 


Led them up ſuch A dance that be put them all out. 


To play us a concert, Spain ſent an armada ; 
To return it, Drake gave them a ſea ſerenada; 
This muſic was copy'd by Warren and Anſon, 


Which made the French cry Diable Angeterre chanſon. 


Singers, filers, and: dancers, when firſt they came 
here, 


Out of teathers and fleſh, juſt like woodcocks appear; 
But plump'd by our plenty, they're puff d into pride, 
| Give a beggar a horie: we know where he'll ride. 


Let them walk, trot, or eallop, but fad them from 
hence, 


* to ſound wy _ Foun Tail, lacrivce ſenſe; 'Y 


— 


[23]. 
Our wit is vaded, refiſt now or biber, | 
And defend: common ſenſe, and Old England for ever. 


The laſt Song , and general Chorus. 


Of love, wit, and wine, our ſongs we'll raiſe, — 

I he tripple alliance we're boaſting; 

With wit we can celebrate beauty's praiſe, 
With wine we thoſe beauties are toaſting: 

To Portugal's paint, or opera air, 
We never will be in debt, ah! 

Pure white and red blooms in the face of our fair, 

And wit has eclips d the burletrs, 


Then in chorus join 
To love, wit, and wine, 
And found them forth clever, 
To thoſe men of taſte, | 
Who on love and wit feaſt, 
Of Old England. Old England, 
n Old at tor ever. 


„ — 


— 
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HEN Proteus the tops of the hills does a- 
| dorn, | 
| How ſweet is the ſound of the ecchoing horn! 
1 When the antled ſtag is rous d with the ſound, 
Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground 3 
And thinks he has left us 8 on the n 
But ſtill we purſue, 
And now come in view 
Of the glorious game. 


—— — — — oa nyt * * ht, 
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| Oh! ſee, how again he rears up his bigs: 
© SE. . wing d with fear, he redoubles his Bond.” 
| But, ah, tis in vain ! 'tis in vain that he flies, 
1 3 That his eyes: loſe the huntimen z his ears Joſe the 
VVV 
" Fe or now his frength falls him, he keavily ſighs, 
And he pants pants 


m | Till with well-ſcented hounds 3 he dies. | 
Tau Tee | | 


——_— —— —— 


EPILOGUE. 


To the Y ſong, firs, excuſe, 

tune of N SEE my muſe, 

come let us | If for once fhe appears ai a foker 3 
prepare we ¶ The 192vn tafte I'll ſhew, 

brothers And the awhole criſs-croſs row, 

that are. Put into the tune ALLY CROKER, 


'To the 


Becauſe C deny'd D, E, F, a favour, 
tune of ( pot @ Huſband with H, I, K end L, 
ALLy [M marry'd Mary and Scholars taught ls 


Jpell, | 
. B. c, P, E. F. C, H I. k. L, li. 


It ævent hard at fir t with N, O, P and 2, 
With R, &, T, fingle V and li Re wiſe with , 
ilb 1 abt * it Fuck in their gizzards, 
Till all were made friends by the two croted ds. 
Oh rare nocd 4 Las. 


CROKER, 


Theſe words have no wit, 
Thy the tune they may hit, | 
But who thought to find Wit in 2 tune #6 
Did the 19wwn reliſh ſenſe, | 
Wou'd they run with expence, 8 
To Burletias of Sig nar | Buy rFoono? 


The eld fellows face, 
With 85 grunt and grimmace 5 
And his bad teetk fſhewn by a griuna,. 
The we can't underſtand bim, | 
We muſt needs commend Him. 
Aud Je muſt wwe mils Nicoll 4; 


2 
* 


Great A was . at B's bad behaviour, | 
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1 883-7. 
The Songs before Grinna-are in number fourteen | 
the Songs in GRIN NA (not numbered) are twelve 


fo that the number of the next ſong is 27. 5 


8 0 N A. 


TRAIR's my Lvcy as the day, 


T Brighter than the Blooming May: 
CuPy1d revels in her eyes 


On her lips right Nectar lies. 


When ſhe moves, 'tis [Juno walks 
When ſhe ſpeaks, Mix ERVA talks; 
When ſhe ſings, th' angelic ſtrain 
Might afiuage the fierceſt pain. 


laſp'd within her ſnowy arms, 


Ble{t with all her world of charms ; 


Let me thus enthron'd expire; 


5 God's 1 tis all that I deſire. 


SONG 28. The Ballad of King Joux and the 
„ Abbot of Canterbury. | — 5 


"This ancient ballad is inſerted agreeable to our preface, 


wherein we have laid it down as part of our plan to 
preſent the reader with the original ſong, old or new, 
referred to for the tune (if not already taken into this 
work )immecdiately before or after the ſong we may fit 
have occaſion to refer from. Sang 29 being to the old 
tune originally compoſed for the folliwwing Pld aid 


balladyherefare,is iniitledto this placeinour colledtion.] 


| 107 tell you a ſtory, a ſtory anon, 


Of a noble prince, and his name was king Jon; 
For he was a prince, a prince of great might, 85 


He held up great wrongs. and he put down great right, 


Derry down, down, bey derry down. 
Tf! tell you a ſtory, a ſtory fo merry, 


Concerning the Abbot of Canterbury; 


1 
And of his Houſe-keeping and high renown, 
Which made him repair to fair London town. 


How new, brother Abbot ! 'tis told unto me, 
That thou keep'ſt a far better houſe than 1; 
And for thy houſe keeping and high renown, 
J fear thou haſt tree ſon againſt my crown. 


1 hope my liege, that you owe me no grudge, 
For ſpending of my true gotten goods; | 

If thou doſt not anſwer me queſtions three, 
Thy head ſhall be taken from thy body. 


When I am ſet on my ſteed fo high, 
With my crown of gold upon my head ; 
Amongſt all my nobility, with joy and much mirth, 
Thou muſt tell me to one penny what I am worth. 


And the next queſtion you muft not flout, 
How long I ſhall be riding the world about; 
And the third queſtion thou muſt not ſhrink, 
But tell me truly what I do think. 


O theſe are hard queſtions for my ſhallow wit, 


For I cannot anſwer your grace as yet; 

But if you will give me three days ſpace, 

I'll do'zay endeavour to anſwer your grace. 
4 | 


O three days ſpace J will thee give, 
For that is the longeſt day thou haſt to live; 
And if thou doft not anſwer theſe queſtions right, 
Thy head ſhall be taken from thy body quite. 


And as the Shepherd was going to his fold, 
He ſpy'd the old Abbot come riding along; 
How now maſter Abbot, you're welcome home, 
What news have you brought from good king Joun ? 


vad news, fad news, I have thee to give, 
For l have but three days ſpace for to live; 
If I do not anſwer him queſtions three, 
My head will be taken from my body. 


When 


hen. 


EFT. ..- O01 


When he is ſet on his ſteed ſo high, = 
With his crown ot gold upon his heads _ 
Amongſt all his Nobility, with joy and much nith, 


I muſt tell him to one penny what he is worth. 


And the next queſtion I muſt not flout, 
How long he ſhall be riding the world about; 
And the third queſtion I muſt not ſhrink, 
But tell him truly what he does think. 


O maſter did you never hear it yet, 


That a fool may learn a wiſe man wit? 


Lend me but your horſe and your apparel, 
VI! ride to fair London and anſwer the quarrel. 


Now I am ſet on my ſteed fo high, 

With my crown of gold upos my head; | 
Amongſt all my nobility, with joy and much mirth, 
Now tell me to one penny what I am worth, 
For thirty pence our Saviour was fold, ,. 
Amongſt the falſe Jesus, as you have been told; 
And nine and twenty's the worth of the, ; 
For I think thou art one Penny worſer than ge. 
And the next queſtion thou may'ſt not flout, 

How long I ſhall be riding the world about ; 
You muſt riſe with the ſun, and ride with the ſame, 


7 _ Until the next morning he riſes again. 


And then I am ſure, yon will make no doubt, 
But in twenty four hours you'll ride it about; 
And the third queſtion you muſt not ſhrink, 


But tell me truly what I do think. | 


All that I can do, and will make your Heart Merry, 


Por you think I'm the Abbot of Canterbury z 


But Tm his poor Shepherd as you may ſee, 


And am come to beg pardon for he and for me. 


The king he turn'd him about, and did ſmile, 


Saying thou ſhalt be Abbot the other while; 


O no my grace, there is no ſuch need, 
For I can neither write or read, 


Ca 2 
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Thou haſt brought him a pardon from good king JoER. 
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Then four pounds 2 week will I give unto thee, 
For this merry true jeſt thou haſt told unto me; 
And tejt* .3e old Abbot when thou comelt oo. 


8 O N G 29. 


The fnvita 2110 if De. ls Hy vr, at Brenan's- town. in 
os County of Dublin Lo the tune 9 the foregoing ballad. 


WAS early I roſe; ſo re! !plendent the day, 
The birds were deluded, and took it for May. 
The Throſtſe's clear note, eccho'd loud thro the groves, 


And the Mood- queſts ali round me fat coving their loves. 


Derry doron, doaun, & c. 


The lambe newly drop d, tho' fcarce able to _ 
Yet ſtrove to evade the fond touch of my hand; 


E My inſtinct directed, fo early to ken, 


No foes can approach em more hudul chan Men. 


A train of reflections fon buſy” 0 my mind, 


On reaſon, the bubbling boat! of Mankind; 


Who tear the poor dupe, whilſt they ſeem to careſs, 


And accumulate wealth, by each other's diſti eſs. 


With meſing fatigu'd, on the graſs I reclin'd, 
Where a brock thro? the glen doth tavitingly wind, 
And as ver the imeoth: pebbles it gently «1d creep, 
The ovical murmur Compos'd 4 me to ſ]:cp. 


When ſtrait by my fide there appear d a fair maid, 


In veſt ments as white as the lilly array'd ; 


"noſe ruci'y complexion, ag d glee of whoſe Face, 


She: d health. had 2 e tway i in the ed 


« Your cenſures are Xe” Th „ ſaid 3 why far + a few, 


„ Should you judge the Whole world to be falſe and 


„% untrue:? 


© Come 


fi ARS TR 


3 7 


% Come to Brancn's-town houſe on the ton of "the kill, 
1 And your ſplenatic Hau.nours we'll teach you to kill. 


„% Withall that the Eye can take i in of: delight; 
© With all that the heart conceives virtuous : 110 right . 


With all that brings mirth, and Dyes Vapoars the 


% your;- 


« JI engage voll be pleaſed both within and wich- 


0 out.“ 


I thank d her,—bnt told her 1 ou nt hat dav, 
For I din'd with the 'iquire + and good Mis. Bray. 
« Be it ſoon,” ſhe replied, © or I take auatiront; 
6 CONTENT | is my name, and I live with LE Her. 


s O NG 3. 


OUNG Kirry, blooming, gay and {airs 
Has drove five hundred to deipa! ait; 
Where e'er the wanton darts hel Eves, 


| Down drops the bleeding ſacrifce. 


Een hoary ages. they too feel _ 
She ſtabs with ſomething worſe than ficel ; 
But practiſe freely rules I give, 

And oo of KITT you ſhall live, 


Cz; 1 No 


——— a — 9 — * 1*— 6.4 * * - N 4 5 


hens 5-tozun, a - heat in the county 577 Dublin; the 
property of Dr. LE Hur, a phyſician of great eminence, 
but who had retir'd from practice ſome 1ears before ihe a- 


bo de was wrote; a gentleman, 2 ah. from his exten H: 


charities, benevolence, and great affability, rendered hi - 
felf juftly belowed by every fe: jon happy enough to be ac- 
quainte: 4 with him.--He is ſince dead, when the many aubo 
/lood in need of his affitance liſt a maſt valuable hene- 
factor; and thuje who did nel, a Parry friend and 5 
amiable companion, 


+ Joux b 1 Kilter nan, E 


1 | 
LD He. 
No longer think on ſuch a face, F# 
Completely form'd to damn your race : N 


The Playhouſe, ball, and route refrain; 
1 hey but augment che lover's pain. 


Were KITT kind i it ſoon might end: SO =. , 
A bottle is a laſting friend. 
Ten thouſand Cupids ſhould ſhe call, 
5 Claret you may drown them all. 


1 H 
SONG 31. The Lover's Reſolve.” _ 


T* Nymph that I love is a dangerous fair; 


Her eyes dart ſo hercely ; her breaſts do ſo 
heave ; | 


| Whenever 1 ſpeak, ſhe's ſo croſs, 1 dec are; 


I do nought all the day but torment me and grieve. 
Baut if once 1 ſhould get, 


2 


My fair one, my BET, _ | 
To yonger green arbor, ſurrounded with Greets z/ ; \ 
| Waere violet and primroſe, CO EP 


And woodbine there too grows: 
Let her frown as ſne will, — III feel how her heart beats, 


If gently ſhe take it, I'll ply her more cloſe : — 
— Young Cve1D play round, and excite her to love: 
Shou'd ſhe take kind my vow, I'll double the doſe, 
And preſs her of joys the ſublimeſt to prove. 
| For the flight and the pain, 
That I late did ſuſtain, 
L feek from the wanton an ample return; 
No time to be cruel, 
Fil give my dear jewel ; | 
But lay on thy alter the maid ill he bura. 


8 O N 8 32. 


4 Duett between a Sailer and bis wW fe. 


Sbe. OW loath am I ſcill to believe you! 
Again to the dangerous deep? _ 
Blow the gale cer ſo mild—how'twill grieve me! 
Think then if Sus ANNA can lleep ! 


Its, 


[ Cm 


eats, 


Is 


He. Sweet Susry forbear, my dear child, 


L 37 N 


—ö ñũ —ũ 


Can a coward e' er merit thy charms? 
Shall my king by the French be beguild! 
Whilſt 1 lep at eaſe in thy arms? 


Sbe. No, no, my dear RoB1Nw, conceive me, . 


To GEORGE I would ſtill have you true; 
Yet may be for ever you leave me, 
And ſhall not tears trickle for you? 


Ze. Chear up, you fool, ſure you don't know 
How trifling the dread of to-day; _ 
Don't we fail with Bos cAwWEN and Ho E? 
"They'll be damn'd c'er they come in our way. 


Sbe. Nay, Rozin, if that be the caſe, . 
We ve little occaſion to fear; 
Then let's have one parting embrace 
Adieu to thee, ROBIN, my dear! 


. One other, — one other embrace — 
Adieu to thee, Rosin, my dear. 


e. One other, one other embrace! 
Adieu to thee, SUSEY, yl dear. 55 


SONG 33. The Gud Fellow. 


| D STANT fly thee, carping care, 


From the ſpot where 1 do dwell; — — 


Rigid mortals come not there; 


Fiowns begone to hermit cell. — 
But let me live the life of ſouls 
With love, and lauge, and Rowing: bow!2, 


Mifer with thy paltry pelf, 


1 give 'gainſt thee my hate its ſcope 3 J 
'Wreich, that liv'it but for thyſelf, _ 
With heart of ruſt that cannot ope — 
Fly, bird of night, from ſun and ſouls, _ 
hat love and augh o'er flowing bowls. 
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Who can let the penſive go, 
Or the eye that drops a tear; 
And not weed their nu ds of woe, 
May not dare to peep in here,—— a 
Who can't be friends can ne'er be ald 
Nor e'er ſhall quaff our Sewing bowls, 


- 


3 and j joys, O let me taſte; 
Health and mirth, dwell in my gate; 3 
Whilft with eaſe my ſand doft waſte, 
Wailſt T bleſs the book of fate,— 
That let's me live the life of ſouls, 
With love and laugh, and flowing bowls, 


8 0 N 8 34. The Chimney Sweeper: 


TN various ſhapes I've oft been known, 
To pleaſe your ears and eyes; 

Nor I the only one in town, 

That wears the black diſguiſe. 


Sweep ! ſweep : Sweep! — - ſoot ha, 7 


In ie of mocks, or flouts, or lee, 
A truth I muſt impart; 


No chimney half ſo foul appears, 


As doth the human heart. 


The learned lawyers could 1 win 
Jo give their briefs to ine; 
From foul demurs, and many a fin, 


My bruſh ſhou'd ſet them free. 


Obſerve the doctors as they roll, 

To ſcrape from all Degrees; 

Much ſweeping wants each footy ſoul, 
All clogg'4 with Kik lees. 


Behold you prieſt, fo neat and trim, 


That vicious reverend beau! 


There's no ſuch thing as cleanſing him, 


I Devil and, I do know, 


The 


4& 
* 


1 
The ſtateſman with that brow ſevere, 
Had been as well forgot 
His conſcience is as ermin clear, 
And therefore needs me not. 


OC TRANGER.:to the penſive brow, 
To the boſom damp'd with care, 
To the languid loye-fick vow, 7% 
All the plagues that great ones ſhare; 
= Waiter, bring me t'other flaſk, | 
3 Twül make but fix, a ſlender taſk. 


Bane to me the plaintive ſigh, _ 
I Goat on jolly check and red, 
" Hence, far hence, the woe worn eye, 
And home, briſk laughter, in its ſtead. 
Away and crown our flaſks and bowls, 
For night's the holiday of ſouls. 


Jove may give to whom he will, 
Preaſures of the golden mine: 
Devotee to Bacchus ſtill, 
I'll never feek another ſhrine; 
But fing and dance, and kiſs and quaff, 
And make the world a world of laugh. 


$ONG 36. 


A” Ballyduff-hill there dwelt an old pair, 
i And it may be they dwell there (till ; _ 
Much riches indced didn't fall to their ſhare, 
They kept a ſinall farm and a mill, 
But fully content with what they did get, 
The) knew nought of guile or of arts; 


One dau; hte: they had, ber name it was Ber, 
And the was the joy of their hearts. 


Nat · 


As ſuch I ſhall look on you till : 


Take my bow and my darts, and be greater than fhe, 
The Vexvs of Ballduff-bill. 


80 NG 37. 4 Hunting Cantata. 


RECITATIVE. 


EE high pois'd lark falutes the opening dawn 3 
1 60 The dripping cowllips rear their dewy heads; 
Across the copſe the ruddy milkmaid chants, | 


And PHOEBUS tints with gold his M. leu hills. 


10 | KE 4 1 
. Nut-brown u were her locks, her ſhape it was ſtrait, 
113 Her eyes were as black as a ſloe, a 
1 | Her teeth were milk-white, full ſmart was her gait, b 
N And as ſleek was her ſkin as a doe. | 
#10 | All dark were the cl louds, and the rain it did pour, | 
„ Noa bit of true blue could be ſpy'd; 
411% A child numb'd with cold came and knock'd at the door, 
Wt. It's mam it had loit, and it cry'd. 
7 0 | Young Ber was as mild as a morn of ſweet May, 
ls: The babe ſhe hugg'd cloie to her breaſt; 
ks: She chaf'd him allo'er, and he {mild as he lay, 
1 | She cudd!'d and lull'd him to reſt. 
W | But who do you think was this very fine peine f 
„ Why, Love, the young maſter of arts: 
(4488 As ſoon as he wak'd he ſhook off his dilguiſe, 
1 | And ſhew'd her his wings and his darts. 5 
1 | | Quoth he, I am Curio, but be not afraid, 
80 TLho' all I make ſhake at my will; 
4 So good and fo kind is your heart, my fair maid, 
171.08 No harm ſhall you feel from my ſkill. 
us l; My mother ne'er dealt with more fondneſs by n me; 
1 


9 * 3 
EY . 
* ond = he -F3 - 
= whe => mr 
Mr 
_ 


AIR. 


with well. ſcented hounds, and with folly- cond horn, 
We'll rouſe the proud flag with the firſt of tive morn, 


See, 


= 


Fee, fee from the covert, how floutly he foringss , 7 | 


Hark! hark! the pack opens; fis muſic for kings. 


With ſcorn and diſdain how he ſnuffs up the wind, 
He leaps the park wall, and be throws us behind, 
No more he perceives us, gets rid of his pain; 
Tan la ra, jags ecche 1—They re with you again, 


Turo woodlands then he lads the ſweep, 
He fords the river, e the fleep ;. 
The brow he gains, — he flops, — he turns, 
He fears — he pants — be chills—be burns ! 


To the herd then he ſrours amain; 
His tit to the herd proves in vain ; 
le faints! he 4 rops the huntſman eries, 
OR / dead. { were Haunch E dies, be dies, | 


8 ON 6 38. The Tuter. 
W EN je nur the gay 1 firſt courted to ved, 


Whole rheams I of love to her ſent; 
But back ſte return'd them, and ſcornfuily ſaid, 
That ſhe cou'dn't tell what the fool meant. 


Reſolv'd not to give up the matter fo tame, 
I follow'd waerever ſhe went; 


At the park, at the play,---at the We twas the ſame; : 


Still ſhe cou'dn't tell what the fool meant.“ 


Her maid was my friend; and advis'd me to hope, ; 
Or elſe J had quitted the {cent ; 

For my tale ſhe wou'd ſtop, if my lips I did opeß 

| With—ſhe cou'dn't tell what the tool meant. | 


Bur MoLLy, in lieu of a handful of gold, 
In the chamber of Jenny me pent; 


Three long hours and more | lay ſhiv'ring with cod; va 


That the girl might know | what the fool meant. * 


But what are theſe hours, nay threeſcore and three, . 
To be crowa'd at the laſt with content; 


Young Jenny's no longer hard-hearted to me, 5 
dince I ſhew'd her what | (was the fool meant. 


oN 


* PI 
— — — 2 — oo 2 _ mY — — —_— * 8 4 & 4 1 * ; - ns. "pp e ANT 
y 2 8 . ON ON ee. >. . . 8 % y O f <a LAM ; 

- ; Sa Mans * , —_— Cel R Nr 2 * 2 * „ . k & 122 — 5 8 

9 1 1 p - — * «XLS A — . 

5 - 9 * » 8 - — 2 2 * 

— tt £ * 8 " > - * ba. ws 5 77 — 

= ”" = — 722 — - _—_ 


"5 N * 
= * 
% 2 it. 6 VOSS =: 3 
bay ? 4 
. 


2 - . - =, 3 
p : 2 5 

I * r 27 ARS Ye 
\ . _ Pay fs 


— 
r 
2 — + nr den 1 ii ff 
Co Ef. ama 5 „ #7 3% 
A 


* — — 


—ñ — 
— —— — — “ — . Ts EL. rr Pr 8 


__ ———ͤ——— ́ — — 
. 


— I LT 
1 


8 5 - 28 x aL 1 —_—— X 
- T4, * E N - " * 1 — — 
7 « —— "> 1 — * — 
7 3 — * —— - . - > r . 2 — g - _— 
> a Fad a 2 Y - 4 — FI — 2 f 7 SE —_—— "EV lO EE 7 4 . — > —— ES — . rare FLO. 
£54 « > - up" l l ex 4 7 & Journ a + Ry E 7 CE 4 CR E — - — 2 
* wr $4 8 * N — ht & NG; r= he 2 PISS — F 2 — = —— k ye r - <2 —— 1 — 
— < dry wet - c mt — 5 4 — 8 4 4 + 2 2 . — T — — 2 r 2 , > EY 1 4 ? 
. 1 8 > — * 4 22 4 <2 — — = n= a — 1 C Fs.” - 2 ES. >. 8 . 32 8 8 o — ? : - n *r ba . - 
”— — 5 0 £ 5 " 4 - 2 : 2 7 7 — - = <4 14 : 2 
* 6 n : — ks » — — nel 5 WIDE CHER — L — — —. 7 — — —— — * — ry * 
- * = — — — 4 m — _ 0 - — n 1 > 5 — A ” PF = a _ X * > -— - — P 2 Py = 
— 4 — 1 - Dur. * £ c 1 83 5 2 F 9 8 * — — 1 - == Ly — e K _ bs 7 o — ” - x2 N * 
a = 5 — — a o 75 „ „ — - % K - = 1 4+-.% 3 > +Y > — — ol —. . _ 
_—— OO. „ - 2 Tg 2 my * : . : - — p / — * þy —— S _— N 2 ” Bo © — * 
4 — A n enn — 4 < — 00 yy RT * 1 1 > * 2 - ES 4 * * 2 D a. 4 . — 2 2 
1 a8" — . - > . n Rs REN. C 68 ** — — . 5 4 p — 3 . 
2 W — * _ R —- . — — q wth © * * * * 8 Ba — * — i 2 2 2 0 — bs "wy + 4 2 
— ug no k 2 


— . —.. 


3 7 , 8 . - l i - 1 
— — . ity, EIN 


PT STS 


„ 
* 2 — — 
N — — . m ex PR 4 


_ 1 A 


[ 26 1 
S ON. G 39. 
OME booze, my lads, booze, puſh the bottle 


about, 
Le ninnies for whom wou'd you fave ? 
Your wife, with her fondneſs, who makes ſuch a rout, 
Shell laugh e'er you're cold in your grave. 


Mankind are mere ſhams wear what vizards the cy pleaſe ; 


The on'y true friends are fair bumpers and eaſe. 


Do you ſcraps for a ſon, whom with coſt and with care 


Lou have hitherto anxiouſly bred ? 
The firſt in the chamber ſhall be the young heir, 
To pluck pillow from under your head. 

Func, nunc eff bibendum, our motto you lee, 


Stick, ſtick to it cloſe, and be happy as we. 


For friend, or for miſtreſs ar't heaping thy ſtore ? 
Ah trifler ! but little you know! 
An ear-ring pervert: your bright faint to a e; 
Dittrets of your friend makes a foe. 
What need of advice againſt hoarding of pelf? 
A bumper, a bumper will peak for itſelf. 


Ilaſte, haſte ye to us, and but do as we do, 

I warrant you ne'er will repent: 
The tale of a tub is both merry and true, 

{ ne'er knew what other os meant, f 
Let en picac' 1, let em fight, let em cavil and bra wi, 
A bumper and eale ! e to 'em all. 


| 1 ET all the painters on eatth paint 


The dames of town or valley; 
heir warmeſt beauties are but feint, 
Compar d to thoſe of SALLY. _ . 


Ye bucks and beaux, with jemmy cloaths, 
Who want, and rake, and rally ; —— — 


With NELL and PoLL, and drabs like tboſe, 


„Fier 


You'il never do for 8a LL. 


1 


1 * 1 
Her eyes are bizek, and pierce fo quick, 
"Tis dang'rous work to dally; 


Im fure I n&er was half fo fick 
As Tue been made by SaLLY. 


Her ſhape is ſtrait, her boſom white : 
Deſcribe her full, how ſhall 1 * ; 
All chat can give ſupreme delight, 
Exiſts at once in SALLY, 


But, clo on fortune, the will toy 
Whilt kings might fight for S\LLY ; 

Why will ſhe keep the A aked-Bey, 
And hve in Copper-alley ? 


8 ON G 41. Sung 11 the Varadter of CnAXOV. 
15 The Abbet of Caotorbury: | — 


Ph ue on 1 the Engliſh commanders, for me, 
North and ſouth, eaſt and weft, from the land ; 
and the ſea. | 
They mow down ſuch yoo of the ratcaly French, 
I'm as ſick of my boat, as a judge of his bench. 
Derry 3 down, hey derry dewn,. 


1 wit on their Words I cond fix but a ſpell ; 
There isn't a grain ot true comfort in hell, 
Tn ſuch hoals they arrive, and make ſuch a d—n d riot, 
One can't take a {up of one's brimſtone in quiet. | 


Whole armies come yonder, as i am alive, 

| Of Blacks and Mulattoes, from thundering CLIVE. 

T with his good king wou'd command him to Britain, , 
Or elle this d—n d fuls we thall never be quit on. 


5 Ay owrore till your hearts ach, Tm deaf as the tide, 
Neither I or my Whetry, ſuch toil can abide ; 
And if PLuTo don't caſe me of ſome o'this pother, 


Odo! 


Let his deviiſhip row, or clie get him another. 
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Odſo la good thought i is juſt come in my head, 


To Lovis young VMiexcuxy ftrait ſhall be ſped ; 


His flat-bottom boats ſure he will not refuſe, z- 


He may very well (pare, what he never can uſe. 


$0 NG 42. ts 
Zune: The Twirenxx. 


OLITICIANS may prate 
On affairs of the ſtate, 
And wrangle and make a great route; 
But our voices we'll | Join 
In the praiſe of good wine, 


So my friends puſh the battle about, rave Bye, 


So my friends puſb the buile about, 


Dis this makes us bold 
And will keep out the cold, 


Such virtues in claret combine ; 


While the flaſk is in view, 
Our joys are itil] new, 


And our cares ate e all drown'd in good vine, brave don 


. 


That fellow i $ an aſs, 
Who would ſneak from his glaſs, 


For ſome inſolent CLoE to Whine; 


Let him come no more here, 
For by Baccavs | ſwear, 


He” s not worthy to taſte of our wine, brave 055 ec. 


The near of old, 
That fo much is extoll'd. 


Which the deities drink when they ne; ; 


Let none hence deceive ye, 
For if you'll believe me, 
Their nectar's no more than good wine, brave boys, &c. 


Thoſe heroes ſo ſtout, 
Who Gur enemies rout, 
ol And 


1 39 } 


And to glory ſo much do incline; 
Was the flaſk out of ſight, 
They no longer could fight, | 
90 the Fe" is all due to good wine, brave boys, ge. 


The poet whoſe wit N 
Each humour can hit, | 
Who with rapture makes flow ev'ry line 3 
What tho' he may chuſe, 
Other names for his muſe, 
Yet the name of the muſe is good wine, brave 2 UC, 


The prĩeſt ſo devout, 
His text to help out, 
Seeks relief in his cardinal fine; 3 
After taking a ſup, _ 
From a full flowing cup, | 
Cries There's nothing on earth like good | v. ine, 
e 955 &c. | 


To fum up my ſong, 
> That you may'nt think it long, 
Tho? the ſubject you'll own is divine ; 
From the eaſt to the well | 
By all folks tis conteſt, 


That there's nothing can equal good wine, brave don ee, 
4 0 N G 43. The 7 aiicher'; an 640 Int 


Han I'm told, 855 
Of delicate mold, | 
Who father was dead, to enrich her, 
Of all her fine things, | 
Lace, ribbons, aud rings, 
| Print nothing fo much as her twitcher, poor abt 
Pris 4 nething /o much as ber twitcher „ 


The youths all around, 
With nnn profound, 


Tyd 
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Try'd every art to bewitch her: 
But ſhe was fo chaſte, 
She'd not be embrac'd _ 
By any thing elſe but her twitcher, poor girl, &c. 


Each ofter'd E pelf, 
In exchange for hericif, 
If to him the parſon might ſtitch her; | 
But ſtill the reply” d, „ 5 
She'd never be ty d 
To any thing elſe but her twitcher, peer girl, &e. i: ; 


But Curip, grown wild, 85 
. "To ſee himſelf foil d, „ 
Reſolv'd to find ways to bewitch her, | 
And humble her pride, 
Whatever betide, 
He ſcorn'd to give way to the twitcher, poor girl, sc. p 


Briſk STREPHON, the young, 
Whole amorous tongue 

Was baited with words to bewitch her, 8 
The god did prepare, 5 F 
To combat the fair, 

nd try'd to gut- xwal her twitcher, poor giro, Ke. 


Younz STREPHON drew nigh her, 
And fluſtrd with defire, 
Try'd kiſſes and oaths to bewitch her, 
He prattl'd and toy d, 
But ell ſhe reply d, 
Piſn, let go the hold of my twitcher, f bor gir t, &c, 


But this cunnirg ſpark, 
So well took his mark, 
He found out the way to o'er-reach her; 
He gave her a trip, . 
- Which happen'd to flip 
The muñcal knot of her titcher, poor eh dec. 2 


And thus having ended 5 | 
The thing he intended, | | . 4 


Who 


* 
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Who knows what he did to bewitch her, 
- She cry'd, no, no, no; 8 
But yet 1 can't go: | | 
| Now do what you will with my twircher, dear by, Kc. 


8 ON G 44. 4 Hunting Cantata, 


RC IT AT Iv. 


OW peeps the ruddy dawn o'er mountain top, 
| Its different notes each feather'd warbler tunes, 
the miikmaid's carrol glads the ploughman s ear, 

The joily kuntſman winds his cheartul horn, 

And the ſtaunch pack return the lov d lalute. 


Alx. 


The heunds are HR Re? d, and Hoa: 

Thro' the copſe and the furze will aue 54% 
Till we reach yonder farm on the brow, 
For there lurks the thief that muſt bleed. 

1 tld you fo, didn't I ?—ſee where he flies : 
*'T was Bellman that open'd, ſo ſure the 2 dies. 
| Let the horn's jully ſound 
Encourage the hound, 
And float thr the ecchoing ties. 


| R ECLTATIVE, 


The chace began, nor rock, nor flood, nor forum p. 
Quickſet, or gate, the thundering art retard; 
"Till the dead notes proclaim the fallen prey, 

Then to the ſportive ſquire's capacious vavel, 


A! b. 


Ober ; that and old beer of bis own, _ 

That is jound, bright, and wholſome we'll ſing, 
Drink jucceſs u great GEORGE and his crown, 

For each Leatt 19 a man's with the King. 


WY 
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And next will we fill to Jove's favourite ſcene, 
| The rich iſle of Saints, Hibernia I mean; 
Where men, horſes and hounds, | 
Can be ſtopt by no bounds, 
Fer na ſpot on the earth e er bred ſporters fo keen. 


SONG 45. The Choice Spirits Lottery, 
Tune: The Big-belly'd Botile, 


E national ſchemers a while give me leave, 
A ſcheme [I'll advance that ſhall no one deceive ; 
No humbug I mean, ſet on foot by the great, 
Tho' a lottery's my ſcheme—it is not of ſtate, 


No hazards your tickets divide into ſhares, 
To plunder your pockets and heighten your cares, 
No blanksto depreſs you come in my deſign, _ 
The wheel is good-humdur, the prize is—good wine. 


Prom a ſcheme ſuch as this, what delight muſt accrue 
To a people who always give Bacchus his due. 
Choice god of the grape, by thy virtues inſpit'd, 

The cauſe 1H relate you, fo juſtly admir'd. 
- ?Tis wine gives that freedom we always maintain, 
The flave fill d with claret deſpiſes his chain; 
*Tis wine gives. us wit and enobles our ſenſe, 
And aids faucy's flight as new ſpirits commence; 

The hero aſpires to conqueſt and arms; 

The lover deſpiſes his miſtreſs's charms ; 

The preacher delivers his precepts ſo fine, 

Replete with the pow'r-giving juice of the vine. 

Then our lottery attend, all who love friſk and fun, 
You are ſure of a prize, for na more than a crown; 
AroLLo and BAcchus here jointly agree, 

To take off the hyp and renew you with glee, 

Let the votry of PLuTvys whovalves his peif, 

To be happy for once —ſteal a crown from himſelf; * 


The miiChiels that walt upon rivals ia love; 


C 


Ve ſons of the turf, leave vour tricking and lies, 


The whole courſe is a blank—here you are ture of a 
5 Pilze. | 


Ye lovers, ye fops, or r whatever may pleaſe, 


Leave your ſigaing and care, here youll ey find 


eaſe; 


Od and young, great and little, attend to my call, 
p his evening we draw, fir, ene s-hull. 


8 ON G 46. Big 14 70 Bottle 


H E women all tell me I am falſe to my laſs, 


That I quit my you CLoe, and ſtick to my glaſs, 
But to you men of rea 5 


my reaſons Pl own, 
And it you don't like them, why let them alone. 


Altho' I have le ft her; ths truth I'll declare, 


1 believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair, 


But ſuch goodneſs and charms in a bumper I lee, 
kat makes it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Gas had dimples and ſiniles, I muſt own. 


But though the cou'd ſmile, yet in truth, ſhe cou'd frown; 7 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 


Did ye Cer lee a frown ina bumper of wine? 


Her lillies = roſes are juſt in their prime, 
Yet lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time; 


But to wine, from its age, ſuch a benefit flows, 


That we like it the better the older it grows. 


They tell me, my love would in time have been | 


cloy'd, 


And that beauty's hots; "whew once it's enjoy 'd; 


But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy, 


For the longer J drink, the more thirſty am J. 


Let battles, and murders, and hiſtory prove 


But 


But in drinking, thank Heaven, no rival contends, 

Por the more we love liquor, the more we are friends. 
She too might have poiſon'd the joys of my lite, 8 
Wich nurſes, and babies, and ſqualling, and ſtrife; | 


But my wine, neither nurſes. or bibies can bring: 
Why, a big belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage, g 
It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age; 85 . 
But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, 
And keep but tother leg, when there's one in the grave. 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to their werd, 
She had left me to get an eſtate, or a lord; 

But my bumper, regarding nor title nor pelf, | 
Will ſtand by me when I can't ſtand by myſelf. | N 


: Then let my dear Cot no longer complain; 


She's rid of her lover, and | of my pain: 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy, 
Should you doubt what I fay,—take a bumper and try. 


SONG 47. Anſwer to the foregoing. | | ö 
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2 the ſame tune. 


T7 OR: ſhime, men of reaſon will think you an af, 
1 To prefer before women your bottle and glaſs, 


For ſurely, the choiceſt of liquors could ne'er 


With the charms af a beautiful woman compare. 


Vou ſay of good wine that you never can cloy: 
It does both your health and your ſenſes deſtroy ; 


Beſides the beſt liquor, whatever you boaſt, 
Would drink but inſipid, without a fair toaſt. 


clear, „ 
And ſhe might again with all ſweetneſs appear ; 
But wine, when once ſour'd, all art is in vain, 


What if CLox could frown, that cloud would ſoon. 


For it ne' er can be brought to pertect:on again, 


- Tat | Tho 


Ta) 


Tho in praiſe of big bottles you merrily write, 

Yet our Nuries, and babes, give us laſting delight, 

For in time, they ſerve both their country and king, 
80 a _ very d wife is a much better thing, 


7 

* 
a> 
[4 
7 
52 
7 


| 
Þ 


——— — 


28 0 N G 48. - Weman. 


—— 
—— —— 


— 


0 longer let einen #.nzfters compare, 
The meti:s of wine with the charms of the fairs 
1 appeal to the men to determine between 
A tun- bellied Bacchus, and beauty's fair queen. 
A tun-bellied Bacchus, * 


ö 
ij 
1 
: 
j 


= The pleaſures of drinking henceforth 1 reſign, 

| For tho! there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in wine 

| Then let not falſe iparkies our ſenſes beguile, 

1 "Tis the mention of CLoe that makes tlie glaſt mile. 


Her beauties wk rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 
And the more I behold ner, the 1 admire ; 

But the charms of her temper and mite 1 adele 
Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when bututy's no more. 


Mow happy ou days when with love we engage! 
. is the tranſport of youth, tis the coufort of age; 
But hat are the jovs of the bottle or bowl ? 
Wine tickles the taile, love enraptures the toul. 


Se Fe. * 294 n 


A ſot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, 
Ihe longer I drink the more thirſty am I; 
From this fair confeffion, 'tis plain, my 900d friend, 
Tou're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. 


Pour big-bellied bottle may raviſh your eye, 

But how ioliſh you'll Jook, When your bottle is dry ! 

| From wonan, dear woman, Tweet pleaſures muſt ſpring, 
Nay the fucks mult own it, —ſhe is the beit thing. 


Vet ſome praiſes to wine, we muſt juſtly afford, 
For a time it will make one as great as a lord; 
But woman for ever gives tranſport to man, 
And 11 love the dear lex- aye, as long as I can, 


SONG 
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S ON G 49. The Antigallic . Song. 
HE wond'ring world with curious eye, 
Into eur myſtery would pry ; 


EF'en men of higheſt ſtations, 
With fond ambition long to ſcan 


The well-concerted deep-laid plan, 


Of Antigallic Maſons. 


Our preſident, whoſe FE I name 
Stands high advanc'd by loud-mouth'd fame, 


Nas dignify'd our choice; 
If zeal for GEORGE, if freedom” s cauſe, 
If public virtue claims applauſe, 
Wi mult in him rejoice. 


He bids it boldly be reveal'd, 


The ſecret hitherto conceal'd. 


The only one we've made: 


That all we wiſh or could advance, 
1s gy o'er the power of France, 


And our r chief bleſſing, trade, © 


SONG 


On 3 preſent at a great mee! ing Fo» Pſalm 8 to 


perform at *** church near Cork,on & unday the 29thof 


e June: Le beaux and belles of Mallow- wells, & Gs 


ROM facial D— A friendly farm, 
To —— Church we rode; 

Where to protect our ſouls from harm, 
We heard the werd of God. | 


Cheuntete, from far and near, that r 

Had been for months expected; 

And Jonns and Joans, as blithe as May, 
OD” crouds were there benen. Sn 


On 


[4] 
On horſes lame 100 blind they came, 
And ſome on foot did run; 


And there was ale, and cakes, and game: 
"I was to a wake, all one. 


8— -s rev'rend ſubſtitute was dull; 

The clerk had bung'd his eyes; 

The weather hot, the church brimfull, 
1 thought 'twas time to riſe. 


No, whiſper'd B u, altho' rm urd 
Of ſtuff not worth a farthing, 
I can't go out, twill be admir'd, 
Becauſe Im now church-warden. 


| But look amongſt our pews and ſay. 
If in all Dublin city, 
Girls may be found ſo briſk and gay, 
Sd taper and ſo pretty 5 


Around I threw my wand'r, ring eyes, 
And tho' in courts they've been, 
] here declare without diſguiſe, _ 
Kore charming Was the ſcene. 


Ar native innocence there reign 'd, 

Ila ev'ry booming Face-: 

Superior Wat es none obtain'd, 
For each had equal grace, — 

Sure never were 0 f ſair a ſer 
Aﬀſembi'd in a ring; 

Nor &er before ſuch angels met, 

To hear ſuch mortals fing. 


8 ON 8 51. Friendly advice to an extravagent 
young lady of the town, 
HE abject traſh of venal things, 
With juſtice you deſpiſe ; 
Accurs'd the pen, that often brings, 3 
A tear from 9 3 eyes, 335 + 
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Yet, b brizhter than the rad fant morn, 
Or poet can conceive 


Mott angel-like, tho' mortal born, 
A friendly truth believe. 


A time will come, be ſure, dear maid, 
When you no more jhail iun, 


The giddy circle now you tread, 


Nor ſwains be more undone. 


We have — vRaY Birte HAR RIOT known, 
Altract the croud by turns, 

Put ah !--how altet'd now, and down! 
How low love's fire burns! 


To hoard wich care des glittering dirt, 


All other choughts expel ; 
And when nor pique, or vogue can hurt, 
Say 1 advis d you: well. 


8 0 N 6 32 The Happy Bachcanalians, 


ILL your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 


Laugh, and loruly care detpiie; 


Sorrow ne'er can bring relief, 


Joys from drinking will ariſe; 


Why ſhould we with worldly cars; 


Spoil what nature made ſo lair ? 
Drinb, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
0 f a bad bargain make the beſt. 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honour do aſpire, 


Give me freedom, give me health, 


That's the ſum of my defire : 
What the world can more preſent, 


l not add to my content 


Drink, and ſet your hearts at 5 
Quiet of mind i is {wat beſt. 
P - Bulp 
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Zuſy brains, we know, alas! 
With imagination run, 


Like the ſand i' th' hour-glafs, 


Runs, and runs, and ſtill runs on; 
Never knowing where to tay; 
But uneaſy everv Way. | 
Drink, an 1 ſet your hearts at 1 ref, 
Peace of mind is always beſt. 


Mirth, when mingled with our wine, 

Makes the heart alertand tree; 
Let it rain, or ſnow, or ſhine, 

Stil! the fame thing it is with me; 
There's no fence againſt our tare, 
Changes daily on us wait. 

Drink, and ſet your hearts at ref, 
e a bad Fare. make 18 * 


8 & N 6 33 3 05 a miller in love with two beg 


ladies, 


O tool of "IE 7” 
And ſoratch thy pate, 
And tear thy lungs to tatters : 
wein, now out, | 
Take tother bout ; 


I ſing of country matters. 


The eourt, 'tis true, : 
Has charms for you; 
But take it not in joke, fir, _ 
When I declare, : 
Your ſtring and ſtar 


Mere baubles are at xe, fir. 


Ambition here 
Eid ne'er appear; 


Your ſun-ſhine we deſpiſe, fc; 


We've all we aſk, 
When we can baſk 
Ia PoLL and BeTSeY's eyes, fic, 


D © The 
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Thoſe lovely maids, 


To ma{querades, b 


Altho they've not been bred, fir 


In rural dance, 
Might challenge France, 


And put their dames to bed, ſir. 


Like lightning ſhine 
Their eyes divine, 


They're trait and handſome grown, 12 


And tho' you ſee, 
No lady B, 


Their faces are their own, ſir. 


At Mallow's ſtream, 
They're ſtill my theme; 


And in the '(quire's park, fu; 


To give me eaie, 
I poll the trees, 


By carving it on bark, fir, 


O Vincent why 7 
Are not you It 


N For then I could go boldly; 


But old and poor, i: 
They'd ſhut the door, 
And uſe the miller coldly. 


When # Flagellet, 
Tell PoL and BET, 


The prieſt has done his duty; 


Their curt'ſies made, 
Each killing jade 


| Removes. her fund of beauty: | 


1 Ray 


— —„— * 


® The inflrument made uſe of ta play the congregation 


nit of church inſtead of an orgen, 


- * ; - 
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1 tay behind, 
I gaze on wind; 
Till blind as MapEx's thiller; 
Then, bang the gate, 


And curſe the fate, 
Of feeble MuLL the miller. 


8 0 N G 56 


From a failbir n beard the Briten, man of was; 
Lord Gon Granam, commander, 19 his brother in 
Waterford, on their biss beating thoſe of the enemy, 


Aoſt of thoſe on board the Engliſh ſhips were SO. - 


Tune! The abbot of nee. 


1 


Where, glorious recital the truth I advance, 


The ys man'd from Ireland beat thoſe man'd from 


France. 
Derry down, down, xc 


With haughty bravadoes boaſt Gallia no more; ES. 
We have thumpt you at ſea, and we'll amp > on 


ſnore. 
You'll never find our boys i in haſte to agree, 
_ Whilft ſhips man'd from Ireland do keep the ſalt e. 


_ Tournay ye beat us; twill do ve no good, 
For each ſpoonful we loſt, we'll have gallons of blood. 
Till our boys are hurt they are always too civil; 


But ſting them once home, and they'll fight like the Gel, 


| Your puffs are all wind, and no merit inhance; 


Th ye open'd the ball, yet we'll have the laſt dance. : 
Ye've hoiſted your flag, but we'll make ye ſoon ſtrike? ity 


Oc play ſuch a jig, tis a chance if you like it. 


Thus the Bridgewater ſpoke, and went to it pell- .mell i 
And TARREL and r fought too like Hell; 


HE news you may credit, dear Jack, that I ſend, | 
'Tis of an engagement we've had at Oftend; 


Arme NF 
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*Arms and legs fie about like a ſhower of hail, 


And what heads were left on—thought it beſt to turn 
tail. | | MO 


Moft chriftian-like king! had your majeſty ſeen 
An action like this, twou'd have fill'd you with ſpleen ; 


From our ſcoopers ran blood of your ſubjects io rare, 


Who are now cutting captioles Heaven knows where. 


With the 0'd Irifh ſpirit we drove ye aſhore ; 
Took and funk all the reſt ; and what cou'd we do more? 
At fight of this — drink to Lord. GRAHAM all good, 


And win their whole navy as faſt in the mud. 


s ON G 55. Tie Dream: a London ld. 


T2 the ſame tune as the foregotnp, 


TFR critics, I pray, be not piqu'd at my theme, 
What Im. going to tell you is nought but a dream: 


'Wethought from Jacx'Syrev®, came an odd invita- ion, 


Jo convene the choice ſpirits of this laughing na'ton. 
: | 1 Derry doaun. 


have prowis'd, quoth Jack, at od PLUTo's deſire, 


A grand high boriace (for there's none ſhall be higher) 


Aud provided his highneſs would honour the chair, 
That all the choice ipirits that night ſhould appear, 


_ Tobey the commands of mv friend 1 ſoon haſted, 


Nor a moment, (till all things were fettled) was waſted ; 


to the place where the carriage inn'd, we ſoon hied, 
With SuuTER, MaTT, SKEGGS, and a hundred beſide, 
Wie ſoon left behind this terreftrial chere, 
And quickly to view did Elyhum appear, © 
„%%% pou : Where 


2 — . - 
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* The firſt perſon who formed the choice ſpirits into 2 
Hciety, whoujed in bis life-time, to afſemble at his houſe, 
e avoite borſe-inn, in F{tter-lane, London. | 


1 31 
Where ſwarms of odd creatures were kenn d on the 


-- 4; 5. hore; 
Who, as they deſcryd us, huzza'd more and more. 


Ja cx SyeeD ſtepping forth with a welcome to all, 
Condutted us ſtrait to old PruTo's great hall, 

Who ſeated aloit with majeſtical air, : 

Bid us fit down and eat of the tables good fare. | 


” Of various repiſts we partook with a glee, Es 
Both immortals and mortals were happy and free, 
Til] fully ſuppiy'd and the diſhes remov'd, 

Old PLUTO of Jack, aſk'd what liquor we loy'd? 


Brandy. punch. quoth our friend, is the liquor I ink, 
The choice ſpiriis on earth us'd in my time to diink, 
—Why then, ſays old PLuTo, if you'll undertake it, 
I prithee, friend Jack, be ſo kind as to! make it. 


A rich bowl then was brought of A elorious ſize, 
Had ye ſeen it, in faith t'Wwou'd ha? ,d your eyes, 
Full of £000 Engliſh brandy, for French we ha? none, 
Becauſe cas a foe to old England and- -ſun. - 


Then a true ſon af Couus and humour on earth, 
Jack Beard, op'd the ſcene, full of muſic and mirth. 
Q'oth PLuUTo, tuch ſtrains before I ne'er heard, 

Fill your bumpers, my las ; ; here SA health to Jack 
Beard. | 


| With applauſe the wide ball for ſome moments had 

rung, 

When Lows was ſoon call 'd on a by int "Ro a ſong; | 

That done, quoth old Puro; tis charming I trow 3 
Fill your bumpers 1 ; here's a health to Tom Lows. 


Gro STEVENS, a hard of good ae and wit, 

To enhance the gay cene with his humour thought fit. 

O bravo! ſivs PLUTO, 'tis gio:ious, by heavens 5 

Fill the glaſſes around; come, your health, maſter 
| STEVENS. | 
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Nx o SyvrTrx, for humour and drollery fam'd, 
For a comical catch was the fourth that was nam'd: 


Ha! ha! cries od P:uTe, I'm cur'd for the future; 
Adieu to the eee s to merry Nx p SHUTER, 


The next was MATT. SKEGGS, with bis 0501 noſe 
and chin, | 
Who tipt us a grant eh, eh, ch, anda grin: 
Pruro ſwore twas a pleaſure to live with ſuch waggs, 


And a bumper toſs d off to his lordſhip MATT. 0KEGGS, 


Then Hicxuan began with a ſoft lulling ſtrain, 
That like muſic celeſtial thrill'd ſoft thro each vein 


Quoth PLuTo, ſuch notes muſt revive een a ſick man; 
Come, your 8 aſſes, my lads, fill up to Jos Hickman. | 


Then Raymous and Bowen roſe up with their 
tes, 


When the company all were as filent as mutes; 


He that likes not ſuch muſic (quoth Pur o) bas no ear, 
80 We'll toſs off a bruſher to REYNOLDS and Bowy ER. 


Then 838 and Mussxv, wich corlixs and : 


YATES, 


Join'd with HaumonD and Hax ix, to baffle the fates ; 1 


When PLuTo no longer could give out the toaſt, 


Zut was fairly oblig d to relinquiſh bis pon. 


' Confuſion and uproar ſucceeded amain, 3 
Till was time to return to Old England again; 
When full of good liquor theſe turbulent blades, 
With a drunken huzza, bid adieu o the ſhades. | 


| 8 ON 56. 4 ballad i in the 3 of an Eng- 
* * Farmer's Son, Sung at the theatre i in Londen, e 


OME Si come Ropro and Aus 
Ard liſt to the words I do zoy; 
A ttary Tl tell you as true 


Az the bible wherein ve do 8 | 


RY 


* 


NY 
4 


“s!!! 3, 

We veather to Lunnun ye kna 

I been to zell bearly and kine; 
And I dan't keare how aft I do go, | ö 
The pleace be 20 woundily vine. ä f 


The mearketing aver and done, +: 
A butcher as vine as a lord, 
Zware damun he'd zhaw us zome vun, 
And 'ifaith ware as good as his word. 
He took us whare Lyons do lie, 
At a heauſe that valks kaled the tower, 
Wee rauring they terrify'd I, 5 
I ware glad to get out again, zhower. - 


From therehence to pallace we went, 
And his Majeſty, God bleſs his greace;- 
Ware gawing to his parliament, 
£0 | gut'n a zoight of his feace. 
Awoy then to Weſtminſter abbey, 
_ Where ale the dead quality loies; 
And a vellow, tho'clathed but zhabby, 
ung hiſtories wondrous woile. 


To dinner we afterwards went; 
Beſt drink ware as plenty as whoy: 
And to ſtitch up the whole merriment, 
They znaw'd me a pleace kaPd a ploy. 
And there ware, a Mon in diſguiſe, _ 
A little * old z»rrowful king, 
That made the valk cry out their eyes, 
Thof they knew he ware no ſick a thing- 


The next day my jolly good vbriends, 
Had us up unto Zadler's Wells 
Whare no mon need gride what ah ſpends, + 
_ Caſe it ale other peaſtime exceils, _ 


„ 


* King Lean, 


Der 
th %. 


E 


186 ] 

Is and laſſes do deance on a coord, , 
And tumble, and plaay.ye ſick tricks, 
＋. Methought aften time by the loord, 
The Taads would ha braken their necks. 


Wawnds and blid! they do keaper 20 hoigh, 
O Laud!— tis ameazing to think; 
And if you do chance to be droy, 
Tou may ha whatſomdever you'll drink. 
If e'er ye to Lunnin do gaw, . 
Zee 7adler's Wells, I do proy; 
You'll loike it, I very wele knav/; 
'Tis better by half nor the ploy. 


To the Eviror. 
Jhchjed ſeni yon a copy of a celebrated HuxtixNG © 
Son, obi I believe will be acceptable to the rea- 
ders of the extenſive andexcellent collection of Songs you 
are new carrying on. It was wrote by PIERCE CREAGH, 
of the county of Clare, eſg; on a Buck Hunt in the 
" county of Limerick, at which he made one of the com- 
pany, in the year 1741, The ſpirit that runs thro' the 
avbole is charming, and far above the tardy flights of 
| ffudinus endeavours, when nature is deficient: The lan- 
. guage is ſuitable to the ſubjet, and varied with ele- 
gance ; this I mentian, as there are ſome expreſſiuns, 
ewhich the ignorant in criticiſm may except againſt ; for 
as the flyle, proper the epic poem, would be very unnatu- 
ral in the paſtoral, or lyric, &c. fo V terms, uſually. 
made uſe of in deſcribing a ſea fight, would ceriainly 
be wery ridiculous in the recital of the advances made 
at the liege of Namur or Ypres, or the ſeveral diſpsji- 
lions and movements of the armies at Blenheim : For which 
reaſon, the terms and ſounds, applicable to a ſubjedt of 
ihis or any ther kind, will never affet the majeſly of 
thought. to be found only in a true poetical deſcription, 
and which always accompanies it. ADDISON tells us, 
_ that Ben Jounson uſed to ſay, he had rather have 
been the autbor of the old ſang of Chevy Chace, thin 
of all bi;*warks; and to ſpeal in the ſame ſtrain, and 
| . AH 


N 1 


not ts enter into a tedious criticiſm on the feng Lend 

you, I am flrongly of opinion, that the author of it de- 

ferves more praiſe and a more laſting reputation as 4 
poet, than if he had been the writer a 75 all the tra ye 5 

farces, romances and poems, that had been pu lige! 
theſe fre years; this aſſertion, I know will exaſperate 4 
the critics, but the Sexcraron will anſwer them for 
me: © Jf this ſong, (ſays he, ſpeakin of Chevy 8 
Chace) had been written in the Genie manner, 
 avhich is the deli ight of all 6ur little wits, whether 
2 wk er readers. it would not have hit the tafle 
, ſo many elegant and ſublime genius's, and have 

* pleaſed 14 readers of all ranks and conditions.” 
Fi our” r's, & b. 


a — — 


8 ON G 55. "On the Buel Hunt i in the county of | 


| Limerick, abovementioned. 


Fr; Lavay Grocan, 


* your leave, Links GroGan, „ 
Enough has been tpoken, _ 8 1 
ts time to give over your ſonnet, your ſonnet; 9 
Come liſten to mine, ſir, | 
Much truer than thine, fir, 
For theſe very eyes were upon it, upon it. 
It is of a Buck flain 
This very campaign, Z 
Io let him live longer, were pity, were epity; 3 
For head and for branches, 
For fat and for haunches, 
| Exceeding the mayor of a city, a city. 


A council aſſembled. 
(Who'd think but he trembled) 5 | 
of lads of goo ſpirit, well mounted, well mounted z 
Fach his whip and cap on, 
And ſpucs made at Rippon , 
The number full twenty, well counted, well counted. 
| 5 5 35 But 


2 "> — 


— 
— 


0 2 town famous for making ſpur rs. 


> TC 
But in legs he eonfiing, 
All efforts deridling; : ES 
He thought himſelf fate as in bed, fir, ia bed, ſir; 
With a bounce off he goes, - 
And toſs'd up his noe ; 
| But Ringwood cry'd, lord =P your head, ſic, your 


bead, fir. 
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of ſcores we went bounding, 
Sweet horns were a ſounding, 
| Each youth filbd the grove with a whoop and a hallo; 
Duos ov were he then there, | 
Such fweet muſic to hear, | 
Would leave his Cremona 9 and follow, and follow, 
. diſcan, knockainy, 
ind hills twice as many; 
w ſcamper'd o'er ſtone walls, o'er hedges, 0 cer diche, 3. 
He tkimm d Oer che grounds, | 
But to baffle our hounds, 


Pour hours he held out, 
[ — Moſt ſurprizingly ſtout, 
Till at length to his fate he ſubmitted, Sabmitted 3 * 
His throat being cut up,. 
And poor culprit put up, 


A place moſt enchanting, 
1 Where nothing was wanting, 


for z; 
Of delicate fare, = 
(Tho numbers were there) 
Fe Every man Was a dim for, a dit for. 


43 


5 r — 
Py 2 n 


—— — — — 


14 3 in FEW * the bet Falls are . 4 
* put for the fiddle of the celebrated Mr. Dus obe. 
+ The park of the — bouje, where be was let cu 


Was ne'er yet in any Buck's breeches, Buck's breechas : 


To the place whence he came was remitted remitted; 3 


ix The poor hungry huntſman could vin for, could with 


Wo 


[91 


We fell too with fury, = 
Luke a long-famiſh'd jury, 
Nor ſtay'd we for grace to our dinner, 0 our dinner; = 
The butler a ſweating, 
The knives all a whetting, _. 
The edge of each ſtomach was keener, was keener; 
Te bumper went round 
With a beautiful found, 


Click, click, like ſweet bells, went the dete, the : 


: glaſſes; 
We diſpatch'd queen and king, 
And each other fine thing, 
To TOR the beautiful laiſes, ſweet lifes. 


There was 43 "REM Cunar, 
And SINGLETON CHERRY, 


Miſs CROKER, mils Brion, and wik Pretty, mil 


PairTY; 
With lovely miſs Price, 
That ſubject of verſe, 


| Who ſhall ne'er be forgot in my ditty, wy dit, =: 


With numberleſs mo. e, 
From futeen to a ſcore 4, 


© had you bu: ſeen them together, together; 


Such charms you'd diſcover, 
You'd pity the Louvre Q, 


£ And offer St. James d as a feather, A feather, 


Py 


* —_ 


The man of the heals. 
And his beautiful ſpouſe, | 
May they hve to give claret and veniſon veniſon 
And may honeſt NED, 
There's no more to be ſaid, | 
Ne er want the beggar s old beniſon, beniſon. 


n : . > 


2 1 to 5 wow Ty the ladies. 
1 Te beauties al the cours of France 91d England. 


Long | 
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My Mammy had jet me to ſpinning a taſk: 
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Long proſper that county, 
The ftore houſe of bounty, 
oc here thus we indulze, and make merry, m make merry; 
For jovial as we are 
Wie puff away all care, 
To poor voy ets and Fi VERY, and Fuurny*. 


8 ON G 53. Jounny and Bersny: 


" Y Daddy was gone to the market a mile, 


In came my dear JohN NV, and ſuch was his ſaying, 


Lay by your wheel, BET SEN, come with me a Maying, 


IJ anſwerd him no, 'twas a folly to aſk, 1 
Quath, he cu the tether, girl, ſet tne cow iraying, | 
We tye her up lomewhere, V hilſt we £9 4 Mayizg, 


His mod ] tonk,—ah how could I forbear 2 
] lov'd bim too well to think falſly he'd ſwear ; 
He prets'd wy lips genily, the fool fell to playing, 
The ti ae fl pt ſo mbh, we didn't go Maying“ 


My Daddy ne'er aſCd me a word where I'd been, 
My Viawy 1 toi. 3d the cow to fetch in, 


Che ſaid the was fure I'd been tomewhere delaying, 


But never luſpected that I'd been a Maying. 


IF Jo: HN NV proves true, as I think that he- with 
The iar ket Vit bleſs, and I'] honour the Mill, 


5 'Vhat zept my old Daddy and Mammy ſo Rrayiog, | 


Wien 11 was, perſuaded by 1 zl Maring 
E S oN 


Sir RoRHRTWALYOLE and Cardinal FLER URV, one 
dhe prime miniſter of the court of England the othey of 


« that f France, at the. time bis valiad æva⸗ rote. 


t 


My Ma:mmy was gone to the miller's the while, 


» 4 
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Which doth with jewels piecigus ſh ne, 


- - From ſcorching heat, and piercing cod, 


87 1 


8 0 N G 59. "Sung by Maſons at making « a Fel. 
| low Orgs, 


AIL Mafonry, thou craft divine! 
Glory of Earth, from Heaven reveal'd, 


From ail but Maſon's eyes conceal. 
CHO. Thypraiſes due who can rehearſe, 
| In nervous . or fro! ing verſe 


As Mou from brutes diſt aide dre: 
A Maſon other men xcetls. | 

For what's in kn wiedz:: ch-ice or rare 
But! in his brea't ſecu e dwells! 


En 0. His filent brea/l and faithful heart, 
7 ee the 3 5 be art. 


From beaſts, whole roar the forett rends; 
From the aſſnults of warriors bold, 
The Majun's art mankind deſe ds. 
Cu o. Be to this art due honnur paid, 
From which maniin4 receives ſuch aid. 


Enſi ans of ſtate, that feed our pride, 
| Dittin&ions troubletome and win, 
By Maſons true are laid afice ; 
Arts free born ſons tuch toys diſdain. 


Cao. TOO y the name they bear, 
> Ces 12 by the badge the My ear. 


Sweet fellow ſhy ip. from envy free; 
F rendly «Guyver of brotherhood! 
The iooge's ling cement be, 
Which has fr ages firmly flood, 
Cuo. A log thus built. for ages paſt, 
Had, . N wnd will ever 215 
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Then in our ſongs be juſtice done 


To thoſe who have enrich'd the art, 
From JaBaL down to BURLINGTON ; 
And let each brother bear apart, 


Cuo. Le! noble Maſons healths go . 
| Their praiſe in loft ty — reſound. 
8 O N G 60. | Cane lay'd in the red ſea. 


3 Wir, Jors and Hoxovn together were fat, 
With liquor a plentitul ſtock, 


Still varying the ſcene, wich ſong and with chae, 


Tae Orang bawl'd, © ra twelve o clock. . 


At that hour Pre read, wy ſpirits do come, 
And poor timid mortals affright; _ 


N Juſt then at that inftant, one enter'd the room, 


An ancient, pale ce, meagre ſprite. 


The 8 appear d and the a burnt blue, 


iT and Huuounx began for to ſtare; 
Cries out Joxze !—< lcok'e friends, this is nothing new, 
e imme tis only Old Cant.” 


I know he would tell us, tas Tin ur ſent him he e, 
« Ard tell us *tis time to be gone; 

« But we'll tell him this, let him think what he dare, 
40 We 1 finiſh him &er. it be one.” 


They quickly agreed, and about it chap vent, 
Reſolving of CARE to ger free; 


Wir mov'd it —and ſtrait they all join'd i in conſent 


To lay the ghoſt i in the Red- dea. 


Whole bumpers of clover they quickly drank off, 


And fa v'rite toaſts they went round; 
When Humovs well pleas'd, thus igt up a laugh: | 
Quoth he, bow Cans looks now he's dnn » 
5 When 


* 


E ] 


As pert as a monkey, and as gay as a lark, 
On Sunday I dreck me full clever; 
Sure never was half ſo conceited a ſpark, 
I thought myielt happy for ever. 


But &'er we had paſt than a month little more, 
Things alter'd that late were fo clever; 

In debt upon debt { was plung'd o'er and ver, 
And found ay ders zuin d for « over. 


8 ON 0 65: Lex f the village. 


6 AIN the blooming month of May 
Calls the fh ains to ſport and play; 
Whi e wanton birds, on every ſpray 
Stretch their throats to praiſe the day: 
And Lucy of the village queen, 
: Suwiling trips it oer the Neem : 


But nymph, without exception fair, 
What mean thoſe flow fete in tay hair? 
O lovely child of natur e's care, 
Who ſtript tor thee the graces bare, 
Such trivial or: aiments Gttplace, > 
What flower can add to Lv CcY's face | ? 


_ 


No threatening el>uds, no lowering kizz, 
Are e er beheld in Lucy's eye: 
Nor can her boſom tpleen devile, 
In that ſoft bed, good humour lies ; 
And all muſt own the truths I tell, 
Whocver ſaw my charming BELL. 


SONG 64 


Tune. . Fair and fot, and gay, and young, 


OLEY, the blooming, gay and fai air, 
Has drove ſome hundred; to defor!: 


2 


J r 
Wits oy 


OT 
here e e'er the Nabe her killing eyes, 
All fall at once her ſacrifice: 

The young, the old her magie feel, 
That much ſeverer wounds than ſteel 5 


But truſt to the advice I give, 
Ad — of all her arts youll live, 


Endeavour to forget a face 

So fairly form'd to damn your race 
The Strand, the route, the play refrain, 
Augmenters of the lover's pain: 
Briſk claret ſhall your eaſe reſtore, 
Then whimper, ſing and ſob no more 
Ten thouſand Cuyrps ſhould ſhe call, 
b In bumpers you may drown em all. 


Joys of love are dull and vain, 
Compar'd with thoſe of biiſk champaign; 5 
Were Pe LL kind, it ſoon might end, 
The flaſk you'll find a laſting friend. 
To Rran's then let us repair, 
And drink, and laugh away deſpair, 
FARREL and LUCAS too may fail, 
But hoe, Claret, muſt prevail. 


- 


SON G 65. The Inconftans; 


AIR, and ſoft, and gay, and young, 

All charm! ſhe play'd, ſhe danc'd, the nE! 
There was no way to ſcape the dart, 

No care could guard the ſover's heart. 

Ah! why, cry 4 I, and dropt a tear, 

(Adoring, yet deſpairing ce 

To have her to myſelf alone) 

Was lo much lweetnels made for one? 


But growing - bolder; in her car 
U in ſoft numbers told my care: 


eg 


3 r 
e heard, and'rais'd me from her feet, 
And ſeem'd to glow with equal heat; 
Like heaven's, too mighty to expreſs, 5 
My joys could be but known by gueſsf 
Ah, fool, ſaid I, what have I done, 
To with her made for more than one? 


5 But long l had not been in vier, 
Before her eyes their beams withdrew z 
Fer I had reckon'd half her charms, 
She ſunk into another's arms. 

But the that once could faithleſs be, 
Will favour him no more than me: 
He too will find himſelf undone, 

And that ſhe was not made for one. 


80 NG 66. 


ROM the pere ſo vain, 
Of France or of Spain, 

Britannia's brave ſons ſhall defend her: 

I'm a proteſtant born, 

And of conſequence ſcorn 
The devil, the pope, and pretender. 
A pox o their friars, books, candles, and bells, 
Their bulls, abſolutions, their Hints, and their cells, 


We're ſurely undone, 
If once over-run 
By prieſts, papiſts, Rome, and lad bullies 
Who never yet eat 2? 
An ounce of good meat, ; 
Oc know what a belly brim-full is. 
Our grounds with the locuſts would Hon be darkeed;. 
Ourſelves, wives, and children be boeh on ale head, 


For corn. fields ſo rich, 
Poor dogs, how they itch; 

A bleſling they ne'er ſhall obtain: 
Good hearts and great guns 
Tell run-away dons 


We will not be brow-beat by Sainz 3 
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He ot be a wretch who refuſes to fight 


For religion, for freedom, his king, and his right. | 


By the pope and his tools, 
The great bugbears of fools, 
Falſe whims they've been led to purſue; 
Whilſt the Britiſh defizns 
Shall be paid by the mines 
Of Chili, Potoſi, Peru: 


The proud prieſts ſnall be ſtript of their ill-gotten gal, 
And Our tats return greater than giandees oi Spain. 


SON 6 67. 


3 WAS underneath a May-blown huſh, 


Where violets ſprang, and ſweet priunoſes; 


With voice melodious as the thruſh, 


So Joarny ſung, collecting poeſies, 


"Theſe to the breaſt muſt be convey'd, 


Of her, who ſways my warmeit fancy; 


The tender, blooming, artleſs maid, 
My ſmiliag, unld, good- natur d NAR c Y. 


I know the ſuburb youths wil” jeer, 


And call me witleſs oaf and. zanny ; - 
That I from conſtant heart declare, 
I ac'er will love, except my NANNx. 


I envy them nor pomp nor crefs, 
Or conqueſts gain'd, o'er hearts of many: 
The tudy of my lite's to bleſs, 


And pieaſe my dear, my grateiul NAxN v. 


Oh! how unlike, my fair, to thoſe 


Whoſe wanton charins are free to any; 


| I'd give the world could 1 giiclofe 


One Efteenth part the worth of Nancy, 


Tet 


| 


Let , 


| Earth 8 g be 18 but his taw. f 


Cock of che ſchool 
Ile bears detipotic rule; 


CT 1 
Let bucks, and bloods, in burnt champaign, g 
Toaſt Luc, CHARLOTTE, POLL Or ARNE 3 | 


| At notions to abſurdly vain, 


I ſmile, and claſp my blameleſs ER 


JEOLA IV WL LSE LL. K r. 
SS N „„ * S 


The SONGS in the BunLeTTa of 
e MIDAS. 


IT hat the ſongs may not be interrupte d, but follow re- 
* ly as they occur in the entertainment, thoſe re- 
lerred to 10 the tunes „ill be interted her -alter 1 


8 0 N G 68. Chorus of the Gods in council, 


Tune: Tae King of Prud la's march, 
OE . in 215 Chg ir, 
); the ky lord may ts 
With his nous 
| Men ane £2sS 


Keeps in awes 


When he 3 | 
Heav'n ſhrinks! - 
When he ſpeaks 
Hell quakes: 


His word, 
Tas abſurd, 
Muſt be law: 


En fate, 
Tho' fo great, 
Muſt not prate; 
IIis bald pate 
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Or r into Cows Metamg, phos them, 


'T 79 2 
Jovs would cu?, 
(He's fo bluff) 
For a ſtraw. 


 Cow'd deities, 
Like mice in cheeſe, 
Dare not ſay peaſe, 
Or gnaw. 


SON G 69. Sung ly Jonrex: 


To its own tune. 


0 happy | ignorance 
Connubial peace is owing ;z 
Tis a Curie to be too knowing: 


Beſt, let _ take their Chance. 


A buſy curiofiry - 5 

Produces end leſs vis | 

It turns the god's felicity 
To ſharpeſt pangs of devils, 


| Supplying food to Jealou'y, 


8 0 N G 70. Sung by Joxs: in 
Tune: + Shaun Bwee. 
HINK not, lewd Jovx, 

For, ſpite of your rake-helly'd godhead, 


By day and by night 
Juno will have her right, 


i Nor be of dues nuptial de frauded 


I ferret the haunts 
Of your female gallants; 


f In rain you with darkneis encloſe them: 


Vour favourite jades 
1 will plunge to the ſhades, 


in 1 Midas, 


Midas, 


Thus to wrong my chaſte love, 


$0NG 


_ 


N 


90 NG 71. Sung by MARS: in Midas, 


Tune: To arms, oe, 


O earth be quick the caitiff driy nz 
Such ſcrubs are a diſgrace to Heay' u. 
In 'ove or war na gallant foul 
With a baſe We ipy will ever roll. 


8 ON G 72. Sung by e in | Midas, 
Tune: The wanton god that pierces hearts, e. 


OVE reigns ſupreme in female fouls ; ; 
All their actions he controuls; 
Then, whoſe actions can defy _ 


* quints malignant of a — 0, a T7 xc. 


She. Ks | 
She muſt he from converſe barr d, | 
More than woman on her guard, 
Who can ſtand the tartling ſpy : 
* She mult be as chaſte—as 1 cha- as J. Ec. 


8 o N G 73. Sung by VoLcan: in Midas, 
Tune: When a wife's in her pout, Cc. 


O avoid ridicule 
Tis a cuckold's beſt rule, 
(Tho' the injury ſting to the quick) 
To laugh with the reſt 
And ſo turn the ſour jeſt 
On the couple chas play'd him the nick. 
Poor man! 0n (vs couple, 5 


8 8 OG 
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To toy, but never marry, 


* 5201 
SON G 74. Sung by Mos : : in Midas. 


Tune: There was A Tc, 


For, lewd or Chaite, O1 foil 0: Farr, 

Will tien be empty names 
may 80, may go, may go. 

I ben a ſporting, &c. 


NATO ciference of character: | * 
| Vice, vatve idle dreams: - | 'C 
X. 


When a ſporting all 


Skreen'd from the huſband' $jzalous eyes V 
Al. oe all ire as all | 
No wanton ytne nerds fear iu prize. / 


O What @ his Welte there 
* hen a 5655 Kc. 


Then hey for pam, 7 Ms ahora | 1 


Vo! es, tixcs and rc wards! 


Ca maids i ipend when pat amours, „ 


A live- long nie Zh 5 carus- An a Kambll ng all wil 
80, vid g. Will 3 | 
| And a gambling, &c. 


SONG. 75. Surg by Por, alias AroiLo; in 
| | RN 115 AS. 1 2 


Tune: Hang me ir warry beginning 1510. Declare, 


my pietty mai, Oc. « 


iT TH fon my difprace e n parry, 
While here on earth! fallys ; 
With the nyinphs in my way 
Fil kiis and play, | 
But hang me if I marry. 


Let the ſky go to wreck and miſcarry 
Without my lumynary{ | 

Por here will ſtay 

To kiſs and play, 


SONG 


all 


wik 


in 


are, 


\ G 


Come, ſtrike hands — 


5 1 F the firain we figh for preſs uo 
If the ſhock we loath addreſs us, 


4 2 1 


8 ON. 76. Sung by StLENo: in Midag 


Jo its on tune. 


8 CE you mean to hire for ſervice, 


| Come with me, you jolly dog; 
You can help to bring home harveſt, 
Tend the ſheep and feed the hog, 
5 M l l, OC. 
With three crowns, your ſtanding wages, 
You ſhall daintily be fed; | 
Bacon, beans, falt beef and cabbage, 
Butter-milk and oaten bread, 3 
T Ta la la, &c. 


- you'll live in cloyer 
When I get y-u once at home; ID 


And when daily labour's over 


W e'll all dance to your ſtrum- ſtrum. 


Por. 


Done —ſtrike hands—I take your offer; 


Farther on I might fare worſe 
-Zoons! I can no longer nr | 
Hungry guts and empty purſe. — "og 

ee heh Fa la la, & ci 


N 
ii 
j 
| 


SONG 77. Sung by Nesa: in Midas. 


Tune: If 'tis. joy to wound a lover, &. 


Oh how pleaſing 'tis to pleaſe! 


How tranſporting tis to teize ! 


* 
- 
pos ITT 19% TT ER ana — _ 


Mo. 
SONG 7%. Sung by Mres1s; in Micag; 
Tune: Thee ſheep-ſkins, c. 


IRLS 2re known 
| FJ io miſchiet prone 
If ever they be idle; 

Who would rear 
Two daughters fair 
Muſt hold a ſteady bridies 
For here they ſkip, 
And there they trip, 
And this and that way ſidle. | 
= For here they, Ke, 


Giddy maids 
With filly heads 
All after men run gadding; 
They flirt pe mell, 
Their train to ſwell, 
To coxcomb, coxcomb adding : 
To ev'ry fop 
They're cock-a-hoop, 
And ſet their mothers madding. 
| To e 2 1 xc. 


8 0 N 8 79: Sung 6 vor; in Midas, 
7 oa tune in the pantomine of Queen Mab. 
RAY Goody, pleaſe to moderate the Tancour of 


your tongue; 
Why flaſh thoſe ſparks of fury from your eyes? 


Remember, when the * weak, the Prejudice : 


is ſtrong: 
-Unknown you wrong me to deſpiſe, | 
Ply me, 
: Te e, 
Prove e e'er you deny me: 1 


r of 


dice 


If 


6-753 
If you caſt me 
Off, you blaſt me 
Never more to riſe, © 
Pray Goody, c. 


8 O N 8 80. In Midas. 


Tune: Non, non, Collette n'eſt point trompeuſe, We, 


Nysa. AMMA ! how can you be fo ill-natur'd 


To the gentle handſome ſwain ? 


Darn. Ah. ah! to a lad fo limb'd, © featur'd, 
IRE] Sure, tis cruel to give pain! 
ene "tis cruel to give pain | a 


Mrs. Girke, for you, my bent perplex me, 
| I'm alarm d © on your account. 


Siam 0, wife in vein you teize and vex me, 
Iwill rule; depend dpon't. 


Nusa. Ah, ah! 


Darn. Mamma! 


Nxsz. Mamma how can you be ſo 
| „„ 3 nar. | 
Darn. oe ROE Ah, ah! to a lad ſo limb'd ſo 
| featur'd ; 275 
Nys A. To the gentle, handſome ſwain ? 
Os . . Sure, *tis cruel to, &c. 
„ 


Sure, tis etuel to give pain. 
1 To the gentle, &c. 


Mvsis. Giills, 10 you, my * perplex me, 


I'm alarm' d on your account. — 


SLZNO. Wife, in vain you teize and vex me, 
mw will rule ;—depend upod t. 385 
a L 2 Nys A, 


} Mamma! 
Myvs!s Pſha, pſha! 
Darn. 5 Papa! 
- -SiLENG, j-- Ah, ah! 
Darn. 1 Fe Mamma! how can you be fo 
„„ ill-natur'd; : 
SILENO, = Pha, pſha! you muſt not be 0 a 
105 i. l natur'd; | 
Ns Ah, ab! to a lad fo limb'd ſo 
F 
AA ＋ To the gentle, handſome ſwain? 
| 1 | Sure, tis cruel, &c. 
SILEXO, | : He- 8 gentle. comely wain. 
| * He's a gentle, &c. 
Nusa. at ner Sure, tis cruel to give pain; 
| | 0 | To the gentle, & c. | 
Myers, | 1I'Tis my pleaſure ro give pain. 
5 J L . 715 my pleaſure fu, &. 


FONG 1. Surg by Daxearas: in Md, 
f To 165 exon ture. 


LACE and well-a- day! 
$ Dark diſdains me; 
Alt { can co or fay 

No favour * me. 


Nys à to your 0 
Sharp as a thiſtle, 
Whene'er your ſuit LS 
Bic me, go whiſt e. 


9 is po 3 their father 8 hind, 
Makes them his deaf and blind; | 
At us, to him tho kind, | | 
Their backs they briſtle. | 


80 N 8 


at 
The 


All 


"97 9 
SONG 8:2 Sung by Mipbas: zin Midas. 
Tune: A la Sante du Pere d'Oteron, Ec. 
C HALL a paltry clown, not fit to wipe my ſhoes, 


4.3 Dare my amours to crofs ? 
Gail als miax, when a ce of wy importance 
| v. O0CS, 


Her noſe up at me roſs? 
| Hold—her ſarher i is my tenan . 
Her ſpark Pi] :auiport, in foreign pants 3 to range, 


So, giu'—as l fe conveiient; 
ly love and my revenge. 


8 0 N 8 83. Sung 5 Dau ras: in des- f 


v6; a rune in the pantenine of Fortunatus. 


.: LL about the May-pole how they tot! 


Hot- 
1 
En ale have got! 5 
| Shona, 3 
Routing, 
At you flouting; 
neering, 
Fleering, 


/ 1 what not? 
All a! out ihe May- pole, & c. 


There is old S1LENO ſliſks like a mad: 
Lad, 
| _ Glad, 
To ſee us ſo lad: 
Cap'ring, 
3 
While Pol ſcrap riog, 
r 
| The doxies _ © 
As he did the dad. 


| All about the May pole, . —: eee ws 


/ 


r 


Vil pummel— I' mangle 


— Ummmu me p 


SONG 84 Sung by Pan: in Midas. 


Tune: My wiſe'sa galloping young thing, &c. 


8 55 LL he run away wich the laſſes, 
'Y Becauſe ne a ſnug ruddy face has, 


Fot me, who at fairs and horſe-races 


Have pip'd to the laird o' the clan? 


A fribble — If I can but catch him, 


Fil ſcratch him: 
i Warrant I' teach . match him- 
ſelf as muſician with PAN. 


s ON G f. Sung by Mynis: in Midas. 


Tune: . Seng ne Gheiragh. 5 


H ALP this vexation might ſet me GiftraQted, 


To fee my purpoles thus counteracted; 
his way or that way, or which way ſvever, 
All things go contrary to my end eavour: 
Daughters projecting their ruin and ſhame, 


Father negſecting the care of their fame, 
Nurſing in boſom a treacherous viper: 


TIE s a fine dancc—but tis he'll pay the piper. 


8 O N 8 86. Sung by Pan; in Midas, 


Tune: Planxty Jobaſon, = 


THEN at your foe 
A mortal blow _ 
You aim, 
| Your ſcheme 
Let him not know; 
To gain your end, 
You muſt pretend 


Sincerely 


Pia 


| E 79 
| Sincerely 
And dearly 
To be his friend, 
"Till he ceate of your love to be doubtful. 


' Your game to play, 
9 as at fea, 
Look one but row another way 3 
The dean to fiſh up 
Lawn ſleeves and be biſhop, 
Says no to the mitre would fill his whole wiſh up 3; 


And puſſey 
Can counterfeit ſleeping, 
When mouſey 
Steals filently creeping, 
I winking, 
Unthinking, 
She catch him, 
1 Diſpatch him, 
And lwallow him up at a mouth ful. 


9 0 N 8 87. A Duet: in Midas 
Tome; The calling had a daughter, tre. 


PAN, \ HOSE random threats are bare 5 35 
| Fie!--check this idle clutter 
Go ſmoothly on— your fair words . 

His parſnips will not butter. 


 Mys1s. Baſe Carle! — thus to adviſe me: 

| Is my diſtreſs a trifle? 

My ſex would all deſpiſe me 
Should I my anger ſtifle. 


Pan, Theſe fliſhy rants—— 
 Mrs15, Muſt I, mum-chance, 
Took on and never mutter? 
My rancour hot— 
Pax. No; my cool plot * | 
Mrsis. { Shall ſouſe him 
Pan, ; or TREE "Ml ill lay hia | Jia in the gy ter. 


1 
. 


* - * * T 2 ä 
m_ p . 
; itil Tropa ee 


1 80 7 


S O N. & 88. Sn no s prayer to the Orack 


Midas. 
Tune: Giles Collin. 


\ O-acle, oracle, ſpeak, now ſpeak, 
If ever you ſpoke in your life: 


Declare all you know, without favour or pique, 


Of Por, ine, my daughters and wife. 


8 O N G. 89. The Oracle anſwer to SLLENO : 


Midas. 
Tune: O: ponder well, &c, 


HY dauzhters are two icting queans, 
Thy wie a ſcolding jade, 


Thou, an old fool—yet by Polis means 


You'll all, ebe night, be made. 


8 O N G 90. Surg by Nvsa: in ; Midas, 


Tu une: From tree to hoes, . 


O blaſt a rival's happineſs : 
We ev'ry art employ, 


And ſcarcely can our own ſucceſs: 


Convey a purer joy; 


In eure unequal ſcale 


er lots appears our gain: 
Unbleſt ourſelves, we ſeek to ſteal 
A pleafure from her pain. 


8 ON 8 91. Sung 2 Darin: ; in Midas. 


Tune: Quand on ſcait aimer et plaire, Te. 


5 E's : as tizht a lad to fa to 


As e'er r ſlep d in leather ſnoe; 


And what's better, he loves me too, 5 
And to bim I'll prove true blue. Tho- 


2 


27⁴ ; 


5 


If 


4 


[ 8: } 


Tho my filter caſts an hawk's eye, 
I defy what ſhe can dot 

He o'erlook'd the little doxey, 

Pm the girl he means to wooe. 


Hither I ſtole out to meet him, 
He'll, no doubt, my ſteps purſue 
If the youth proves true, I'll fit him, 
If he's falſe, I'll fit him too. | 


s ON G 92. Sung by Pol: in Midas. 
5 Tune: When on thy dear boſom lying, Dc. | 
. ELV nymph aſſuage my anguiſh; 
4.4 At your feet a tender ſwain e 
Plavs, you will not let him languiſh: _ 


One kind look would eaſe his pain 


Did you know the lad that courts you, 3 
He not long need ſue in van 


P Piince of ſong, of dance, of iports, you 


| Scarce will meet his like again. 
80 NG 93. Sung by DAPHNE: in Midas. 
Tune: The prieſt in his boots, Sc. 
IF you can caper as well as you modulate, 

„ With the addition of that pretty face. 
Pax who was held by our ſnepherds a god o late, 
Will be kick d out, and you ſet in his place, 
His beard fo frowſy, his geſtures & ane ale, 

And his bagpipe was ſo drowſy a drone, 


That if they fiad you than 1 did no backwarder, 
You may count on al! the girls as your own, 


| 
© 

. 4 
x 

k & 
: 

®B 
: 
: 
#. 


1 1 


SON G | 94. A Duet zin Midas, 
Tune: + Bobbing Joan. 
Dazn T V minikin miſs, do you fancy that Por 
Fer canbe caught by an intant's doll? 
Nysa, And can you, il May. pole, ſuppoſe he will 
fall 
In love with a gianteſs of Guild hall? 
Dark. Pigmy elf! 
Nays, Coloſſus ire! 
Bath, You wil lie ill you. re mouldy, upon the 
the! 1 | | 
Dark. You ſtump | i'the gutter! you a bop 4 thumh! 
| An huſband for you muſt from TR conie. 
NysA. You ſtalking ſteeple you 2 lag! 
= Your huſband mor come from Brobdignag, 
Darn. Sour grapes 
NSA. Lead apes: 
Beth, II humble your vanity, miſtreſs trages. 
SONG 55. Sung by Nvsa: in Midas, 


Tune Aſſis ſur l Herbette, &c. 


1 N thoſe greaſy old tatters 


His charms brighter ſhine ; 


Ther, his guittar he clatters, 
With tinkling divine. 


But 


1 


118 3 
Baty ſiſter : 
He. ki sd her, 
And me hepaſs'd by— 
Im jealous 
Of the fellows 

Bad taſte and blind eye. 


SONG 86. Sung by Midas: in Midas... 
Tune: The Lavery, 


9 Wbat pleaſure will abound 
; When my wife is laid in ground! 


Let earth- cover her, 
We'll dance over ner 
When my wife i is laid in ground. 


t O bow happy I hould be 15 
Would little Nys A pig with me! 
How I'd mumble her, | 
Touze and tumble her! 
Would little Nys A pig with me. 


8 ON G 97. Sung by Nrvsa: in Mid, 


Toa pantomine tune. 


TEER will I be left in the lurch 
XJ Ceaſe your bribes and wheedbag | 
il m made a wife ith? church 
Til keep man from EE. 


What are ticker © 
And oft ſpeeches? 
Baits and fetches 
To bewitch us. 


When you've won us 
And undone us, 
Cloy'd you ſhun us 
And frown on us ? 
For 0 our heedleſs piddling, : 


$ONG_ 


E x 
SONG 98. Sung by MiDas: in Midas. 
Tune: Laury Grogan, 


F into your hi un 
The treache ous Reynard 
Steals flily your poultry to ravag ge, t to ravage; 
With gun you attack him, 


With beagle you track him, 


All's fair to deſtroy the fell ſavage, fell favaze... 
50 PoL who comes picking -- 


Up my tender chicken, 


No means do I ſcruple to baniſh; jo bauch 5 


With pow'r Fil o'erbear him, | 
With fraud I'll enfnare him; 
By hook or by crook he ſhall vaniſh, hall vaniſh, 


50NG 99. Sung by Dangast; : in Midas. 
0 Tune: Nanny of the Hill. 


VINCE firſt thoſe eyes enſlay'd my ane 

In ſize I'm waſted half; 
My looks betray my inward ſmart— 
Ah cruel, cruel Darn! — 


5 | 4 cruel, &. 0 


My. vows you light, you mock my ſighs, 


My tears but make you laugh: 
Each parent with my. wiſh complies 
None frowns but cruel Darn. — 


Bui eruel, 8e. 


4 My. love you hate, my perſon ſcorny. 
My wealth deſpiſe as chaff——. 

Yet to that vagabond fo.lorn, 
Dm PoL you're gentle Daz uy ,— 


"Tow 8 &c. 


SONG. 


Tu: 


Ny 


SONG 100. Sung by Darine: in Midas. 
Tune: There e il and a tenaut of my own, Oc. 


ES, all your wealth J ſcorn, and your perde I. 


1 deteſt, and your _ Tal lol de ra, & c. 
No jealous put ſhail ever find a welcome in my breaſt, 
or my 2, Tol lol ae. 14, Kc. | 


The ſwain you vilely finder, 
Is frank and debonair, | 

To hin you're but a gander——_ | 
| Go go that“ a. il your ſhare, of my 


Tel lol de ra, be. 
8 O N 6 101. 4 iet: in Nlidas, 


Tune car fo. 


Din. HY, Ny; — you're loſt to 8 
5 | Nay, hang me if ſhe blulLes——— 
But . in her fa me. 
What a brazen front ſhe puſhes, 
Loſt to ſhame! 


Nrsa. Why, Darn: you 're in a the an 
As deep, altho' you hiſs'd her, 
As Nysa—but gadſbu— ds! 


Vou might have ſpar'd a , 
la the ſuds. 


8: v N. G 102. Sung 55 Nats: in « Midas, 


75 2 an Halls epera tune. 


au E Wolf that ſlaughter'd finds her hel 
With howling fills the foreſt; 
Theic mur@rer tracks with ſhrilling rel, 
All food neglecting or reſt. 


"Ro DAE IG es 5 


N 


Ah, Dazn !--was mine a proper ſcroll 


[ 86 J 


$5 my revenge ſhall PoL purſue, 


Plt cloſely watch his waters: 


Till at the gallows-tree he rue 


His wrongs to my poor daughters. 
8 ON G 103. Sung by Nys: in Midas. 
Tune: Polwart on the Ersen. | 


ow, let your jealous ſoul 
Exult 1n this black deed. 


To give mamma to read? 


One comfort yet—if Por muſt fwing, 
| You can't poſſeſs his charmz—— 


Id rather {te him in the ſtring 


Than circled i in your arms. 


8 ONG 104. Sung by Darun: in Midas. . 


1 of all the ſimple things we 40 bc... 


O could you ſtrive my love to thwart? 
You troubleſome miſchievous chit! 
While y-u muſt be convinc'd in your heart 
That your own you advanc'd not, a whit, 
So lies in the manger a cur, 
Uneable himſelf to eat hay; 
Vet he inarls, 
Ana quarrezs, 
And makes ſuch a fiir, 


That he keeps the Rarr d an away. 


8s ON G 105. 4 e i Midus. 


7 une; [7 ny within a furlong of Edinbro' town, Oc. 


x ; 


Por, . 0 fear ſhall drive me ever hence 


1 tom thy, or wy embrace — 


Darn- 


„ Oe... ww: 


-_ 1 r 


Darn. 


Nys A. 


Dayn. 


Nas. 


Po L. 


Nr 5 
Por. 
Darn. 

 Nrysa, 


Darn. 
Nys A. 


- Por; 


DapR. 


Nys. 


Pol. 
Dar. 
| Nys A. 


Darn. 


PoL. 


Nys Aa. 


E 87 -] 


What; do you male no deſence 
between hers and my 


How? do you give the preference 
to her betore my | 


N the 3 
Ay ſtay be hang'd — for me 


The nooſe 


I chuſe, 


Ere I will loſe 


> face? 


Thee, Dat PH or Ns A, ine, 


To me this plight your troth, 
To me now take your oath, 


Eicher to nk t Tm Joath, : 
Ingrate! 5 
Falſe meat! 
; hate. 

Yet wait 

Ere night Vil pleaſe you botk. 


I To me then plight your troth, 
Jo me now take your.oath. 


Either to quit I'm loath. 
Ingrate! 
Falſe mate! 

hate 

Hard fate. 

I hate 


1 0 1 


Darn, To wait; X 
PoL. \ Yet wait. 8 
Nys A. To wait; 
1 Darn. ) At night you can't pleaſe 3 
B K Ere night Vil pleaſe ye e Both. 
1 Ns. By night you can't , 
= # 0 N 6 106. Sung by Midas: in Midas. 
| Tue, . A lovely laſs to a fryar came, ts, 6 N 
; F in the courts your ſuit depend | 
} Or a grudge if you. enter taing E 
i Beſure you make the judge your friend 8 P 


y a tip behind the curtain. 
Then degtee goes 
Glib againſt your foes, 


ern 
* r 


ons betore it kew 'd uncertain, | NM 
8 0 N G 107. Sung by Pax: in Midas. . | | : 
Tune: One long VV bitlua- hol iday, r. . 5 1 

0 you ſizn his mittimus, i | B 


If you with : 
| That re wih | N 
Nys à, pretty mouſe, : 
May be your own Titty mouſe | 


_Whining, 
Reſigning, 8 
And pining, i 
Won t do.... 


After this bold ſtroke again 
| Sure, none will 
Dare own ill- 


Will, or look blue: 1 


My altars will ſmoke again, 5 „ T 
Booſing, by ＋ 
Carouſing, 7 


'Lhey'll pay my rites due. on 
| This 


his 


7 
eee , | 
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This bleſt opportunity 
Knits us cloter in unity. | 
So we, Our community | 
Rule all, 
Secure all 
Pertween. me and you. 


SON G 108. 4 Duet : : in Midas 


Tune : Thomas L cannot, Ee. 


Mi p As. H Us armed with beer 
N5-pow'r 1 fear, 
For, in wy commillion my truſt i 12.— 


Pan, Thus prin'd with ale, 


I mutt prevail 


Supported by good M. llc. 


Mp as. Nymphs will re/ent---. 


Pan. Swains ſhall repent=-= 


Mipas. Thott love---. 


"Bow. ad theſe adore us. 


Both. When PoL's once gone 
Then all's our own; 


We'll kick the whole. county before vs, 
| before us / 


Dk kick the hole county before us. 
8 8 N 0 105 "Eun by StLENO: in Midas. N 


Tune : When 1 was but a Lale tiny boy, Cc. | 


7 WI H EN in 8 obſcure the au. 


With a creſh-daſh, 
VV | 
The thunder cracks and the ihr ning fly ;. 3 
'T hen rain —— and 11 is tallaby. 


MXxsIò. 


1 0 f 
So, when a vixen's s paſſions ſwell, 
Tongue all ite, 
Eyes fire, 


Boſom torn----within 'tis hell 
Then tears fall ſoft and all is well. 


8 0 NG 110, A Dow + in Midas. 


Tune: The man for life that takes a 1 Evo. 


ADE. to our ſhame, 
1 Grandfire ge dan 
To a couple of miſbegotten cubs. 


SILENO. Wife, take my word, 
| He's ſome great lord, 


And none of your ſneaking dirty feruby., 


He it cur fortune make— | — 


| Mrysis. Our hearts hell 6 — 
$:.:x0. The Oracle certainly meant it. 


Mvys1s. As fool thinks, 


So bell clink——.. 


Sikno. You're a fool; 
Mrsis. You're an owl: 


Bath, You wi repent ir ws fel, Ke. 


8 O N by 11 I. | gung by Pot 1 tn Midas, 
Tune By the pale light of the moon. 


THEN Fairies dance round on the gtaſs, 
And frolick, to night's awful noon; 


| Lach elf, with bis. tight little laſs, 


Trips to the pale light of the moon. 


It. 
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1 tchance that the grey dawn of day 

Break in on their revels £50 oon, 
Didurb'd they all- ſkuttle away. 

And follow the gliaipte oi tae moon. 


SONG 112. Sung t MIDAS: in * Midas, 


Tune: A dance of MAaRANES1's. 
AVE you ſeen two figures tugging, 


5 By the magic-lantern on a wall reflected, 
1 re, the baker ſtruggling— there, the devil lugging, 
Till his pilze he nurries off to hell? 


Vie, thus, conſcience, one whe, draws; 
Aud to fair dealtug my mind's directed 

Luit giipes, anon, Wich her bappy Claws 
TROY me to n at 1 dat e not tell. 


8 O N * 113; Chorus of Shepherds in „Mida 
Tune: The Highlanders March. 


'$ OM E, let's ſupport our patron Pay — 
g Nor ſuffer th' old god be run down by a manz 
A vagrant, come 
With twang ftrum- trum, 
Who pretends 
10 conrend 


Wich our mighty hum- e 


Cuo nus of SHEPHERDESSLS, in reſponſe 10 the former, 
Tune : The ſecond firain of diita, 


Siſters, let us join and chu e Pol our pioteQor, 
Or all our ſports and paitimes be he t the e Aitector a 
His tender notes 
Will tune our throats 
| To love, let's give to him our votes, 
And f. ire the fuly piper dumb, dumb, cum). 


- 
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80 NG 114. Sung by Dan aras: on Midas. 
Tune: The French Neale $ dance. BY Ne 


'S | FF you take my advice, | | Þ Pe 
1 | You wilt end it in a trice, | 1 1 1 
1 By joining all your votes with me for Pax: 2 | 
Let's bid this ſpark, go hang 
With his new fangled twang, 
For ſhepherd-ſwains he ne'er can be the plane 


Why ſhould we enten Es. 
This new raree- | 1 
5 | Show vagary. | N 
$ Juſt brought 1 in fiom France? | | 
3 ” Why, affront our ruſtic N 
'F Bard, who will by us ſtick _ © 
v hen we meet to gambol, carouſe or dance. 155 


* 0 NG 116. Sung by Pan: in Midas. 
| Tune: Jack Latin... 


8 FT fairs and wakes, „ 
1 5 O'er ale and cakes, | | i 1 
1 5 At b: idal and at chriſt'ning; oY | } 
1 The can, the joke 

1 Paſs'd round like ſmoke, | 

A: _ White yo 0 * PAN t Lit ang. | | | &J 


Te Lifſes fnack'd, 1 
The benc 1es crack'd, 
My drone melodious bumming ; 2 
The buxom friſk. | 5 | | „ 
Of planxries biiſk, 8 1 
ue laflss kind and comiog. 


This 


1 


: This pri 0 bolt ſqueak 
Now hits vour freak 
By mark. if his grimaces 
Your girls don caten 
Perhaps deba- ch 
Your wives betore your {% ces 


$ONG 116. Sung by Mrysis: in Midas. 


Tune e Baaltiouragh. 


FI"TIANK! E531 


* 1 7 2 ts te nr 
oy * 4s 2 
” 
* 


puſillanimous 
4 Sui de de thus 80 kle hearted? | 
No. g inſt PoL utanimous 
Let u us tom Pax ne'er be parted. 


Send the oui'tar back to courts again; 

Fob off this tatteidewallion: 

We'll to our innocent fonts again. 
Fogh upon faſhions. italian. | 


8.0 N 8 117. "Sang by StLEXO: in Midas. 


e 


— 
S SEEN 


7 une: Come hither, countiy quire, S. 


ET a rival your picture draw; | 
in perfection nel find out a flaw: : | 5 
In black he will paint, | Es 
Make a devil of a GW | 

And change to au O a Maccaw. 


its 3 = If, = — p 
c 
— F you G 2 


SONG 118. Sung by Por: in Midas. . 9 


Tune: No 3 that trips the verdant plains, 2 „ 


= OD O Miopas let the churl appeal; 
Le Mipas judge cur cauſe; 
No ks can over F'o1, prevail | 
Suſtain'd by your applauſe, 


. tis. grge a6 


3 


1 
3 
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| Nrs a. 


fig) 


- In vain may Minas putial voice 


To Pan the chaplet give; 
Por honour'd more by your kind choice, 
e {till ſhall hve. 


SON 6 119. A Nuet: in Midas. 


7 une: Bien . j' examine, Or. 


Nysa. HEPHERDS. ſure you never 
| Veil enceavuur 
To diſever 
From our favour 
So ſweet alwain : : 
None ſo clever 
Eer trod the plain, 


Darn. | Shepherds, furs you never, & . 
Nys a. His guittar and grace, 
Darn. His voice, ſhape and face, 


Nysa. Hearts alarming, 
Boſoms warming, 


Wrath diſarming 


Nrsa, 
: With his ſoft lay. 


Darn. He's fo charming, 


Ah let him ttay ! 


Both. He's ſo charming, 
Ah let bim ſtay! 


Nrss. Pan's pipes are fit for wild rocks and bleak 


Mountains; 


Dark. Por's lyre ſui s beſt our cool groves and Cc CAT 


10untains. 


Pan is old and muſty, 
Stift, tuſty, 
Sour and cruſty: 


. 


Davin, 


D 42 H. 


Ns. 


Dek. 


Both. 


Darn. 
NuysA. 


Dar R. 


Nusa. 


Beth. 
Darn. 
Nys A. 


Both. 


Dar H. | 


Nys. 
Daren, 
Nrsa, 


- Beth, 


1-901 
Po is young and merry, 
Light, airy, 
As a fairy. 
Can ye baniſh PoL ?—no, no. 
Muſt Pan fall ?—ay, let him go. 
Ay,---let him go. 


Pan's pipes are fit for wild rocks and bleak 


oun ains; 


Por.'s lyre ſuits beſt our coc! groves and clear 


fountains. 
Fax! is old ard muſty, 
| Siiff, fully. 
Sour and cruſty. 
Pol is young and merry, 
Light, airy, 
As F fairy: 
Can ye baniſh Por. ? 
; No, no. 
Shall Pax fall? 
Ay,---let him go. 
Ay,--det him go. 


2. 
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Who ſhalloppoſe wiſe uftice Mipxs! 


96 3 


LONG 120. Chorus of Shepherdefees : be Mides. | 


| Tune + Fill ev'ry glaſs, e. 


UZ ZA. for Por! 
His ſtrains delight us, 
Ine te us 
To follow pleaſure's call. 


His gay p2l: itenels we'll extol: 


Pan's ſurly, booriſh humours, 
fright us Hagga for Por, & 1. 


Chorus of Shepherds, te the ye tune. 


: Hua, for PAN 


His planxties warm us, 
And from us 
To labours fit for man 
Folly at trencher and at can. 
He guards our flocks from wolves 
enormous. --- Huzza for Pan, &c. 


' Chorus of ſhepherdeſſes and Hesl. 
Huzza, for PoL! Cc. 


| At once Huzza, for Pax! Cc. 


SONG 121. Sung by Mipas: in Midas, 
Tu une The Kettle Bender. 


71H AT the devil's here to do? ye loggerheads 
and gypſies! 


Sirrah, you and mier. you—and each one of vou 


pſy is: 
But, VI! as ſure pal] down your pride as 
A gun, Or as Pia juitice Mip AS. 
Cuonus of all. 
O tremendous Juſt ice Mi AS! 


Like 


Shall 


Skill 


But t 


SO 


JE] 
Ci 
Exil'd 


Exil'd 


Ig 


18. 


4 


* 1 
Mf ols. | 
I'm giv'n to underfland that you're all in a pother here} 


= Debating whether Pax or Por fhall play another year. 


Dare you think your clumſy lungs fo proper to dow 
cide, as 


The delicate ears of juſtice Mip As 8 
Cnorvs of all. 


Let on be Fudg'd by juſtice Mip As. 


I bo has either taſte or ſkill, compar'd to Juſtice Mes, as! 5 5 


O tremendous juſtice Midas! | 
Who ſhall oppoſe wiſe juſtice Mi pas 
Let them he judg'd by juſtice Mi p As: 


ho can boaſt of {aft oil o . as pts Mo AS 2 | 
80 N 8 122. Cung by Minas: in Midas 


7 une : Ceaſe your funning, ir. 


OW I'm ſeated, - 
I'll be treated | 
Like the Sophi on his throne, 
In my preſence 
Scoundrel peaſants 


Shall not call their ſouls their ow. 


My beheſt i 
He, who beſt is 


Skills, be fix'd muſician chief— 


Ne'er the loſer 
Shall fhew's noſe here, 
But tranſported be like a thief. 


8 O N = 12 1 of She herds and E h 
| p defſes : of Sho . F 2 


7 une: See the conqu' ring hero comes, 90 


TEE! triumphant fits the bard, 


Crown'd with bays, his due reward, 
Exil'd PoL ſhall wander fa; 


Exil'd twang his faint puter: 


. WO 
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Wulle, with echoing ſhouts.of praiſe; 
We, the bag ripen glory raiſe. 
See triumphant, && 


$0NG 124 The laſt ſong in MrDas. 
7 une: os about the briſk bowl, Fe. 


Ks... 


Mroxe: 
THY! you pitiful ſcrub ! 
To create this hubbub, 
Von muſt ſure have a forebend of braſs : : 


| If you fancy, you can 
In ſong rival Pan, 


4 freely 8 you 46. 
I freey premunce you an 4 


Pan's maſculine voice 
Does this ſqueaking boy's 


In ſtrength and in ſweetneſs ſurpaſs, | 
As the war-horſe's netgh —_ 


+ On an exereiſe day 


. untunable ww of an 1 1 . 
: > OP untunable, oc. 


— 


AroLLo. 


Thou dunder-head fot! 
Thou ſhalt now go to pot, | \ 15 


As ſure as thy name ia MiDas ; ; LT 1 


Thy ſcurvy decree 
Againſt my deity 
| Haib prov'd thee a Satie Af Ale. * 
Hath prov 4 thee, re. 


"Mn. I did 5 hes 
For, AroLLO I am, 
God of muſic and king of Parnaſs : . 
' But thou, pert and dull, 
Who weareſt the ſkull, 
Een wear too the cars of an Aſian Aft : | 
Ten wear bee, de. 


Thy 


7 ; 
W 


5 


Girls, look not ſo blagk=—— 


To the bright ood of day 
Let us ſing, dance and play; 


1 99 1 


Thy rapine, pride, fraud, 


Asad contempt of a god, 


Have caſt thee out from thy own. clals ; 
In muſic thy taſte 


Shall be henceforth expreſt 
By the muſical N of an As Aﬀs * 
By the fot, Ke. 


To theſe 1 | tranſlate 


Thy caſh and eſtate 


Extortion's iniquitous maſs; 
And *ſquire, ſtead of thee, 


 $1L2no ſhall be, 


While thou bray'ſt about like an A2 455 7 
— thou — 2 ke. 


Your beauties I thank _ 5 
For the bliſs I enjoy on the graſe, 


Ev'ry god that look'd on 
Like me would have done, 


Or elſe his 88 is an Alan PTY „ 
Or elſe bis, e: 1 


Depend on this boon, 


Good huſbands and ſoon, 
The young lords 1 ſee i in this olaſs; ; 


Careſs them, while 
Recall'd to the ſky, 


Make fun of old Pan and Mio as—Mibas: or, 
Make fun of, "i 


| Dapuny, 


Clap hands, ev'ry lad and kind lan! 


Now, criticks, beware 
How ye carp at our fare: 


_Romember the tate of MiDag—Mipas: 


: \ Remember the fate of Mt dan 
Fa 


__ 
Fo - 


Curt 


L 100 J 
Granpd CHORUS of all, 


To the bright god of day 
Lit us, &c. &c. &c. 


End of the Songs in MIDAS. | | 
SAD e 


8 ON G 125. On the anniverſary feaſt of the i 
governors of the Small-pox and inoculation boſpitals, 
Londen. x: | 


| W joyful here we meet, 
Our annual courſe complete, 
Of Charity;” | Sk 
May all now feel its fire; 
Its ſacred aRs admire; 
And, while we tune the lyre, 
- :- Sal lib ral be. 
How god-like to.beſtow, 
On thoſe whom pain and woe 
| Would ſoon deftroy! 
Heav'n wills that all be fed, 


| 3 Hence bleſſings round us ſpread: 


That the vaſt plenty ſhed 
All might enjoy. 


Dire foe to bliſsful eaſe, _ 
How dreadful's the diſeaſe 
Which ſpoils the face! 
And, like a raging flame, 
Darts through the vital frame. 

Its ills, which want a name, 

| All als embrace. 
Juccour'd in ſuch diſtreſs, 
Theſe objects oft addreſs 

The ſkies in prayer; 
For thoſe who heard their cry, 


| Who, (pity in their eye.) 
Did their fierce wants ſupply 


Wich pious care. 1 8 Inocu- 


— 
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Fnoculation hail? 
May thy kind power ne'er fail; 

Beauty's chief friend. 
From thee fly grief and pain: 
Thou bidſt health chear N Vein. 

"Fhe graces, and their train, 

5 On thee attend. 
Thrice happy thoſe muſt be 
Who have recourſe to thee 
1 - life's ſweet bloom: 
While moſt who ſhun thy aid, 
Of crouded towns afraid, 
An the ſequeſtered ſhade 
| Their years conſume. | 


While thus the hymn we raiſe No 
This charity to praiſe, 

Le Angels hear! 
Lays that to virtue tend; 
Which good deeds ment. 

May to yon ſpheres aſcend, 

And ſoothe your ear. 5: 

With GeorGe we'll cloſe the ſtrain: 5 2 
Long be our Patron's ® reign: 
One glorious day! 
With Gone E we'll CHARLOTTE joins 
Bright wreathes for them entw ine 

For ever may their line 
The ſcepter way! 


8 ON 8 126. The Bath cu. 


N the days of our fixes; 
Stran Ae fights and wild - fires 


hied the girls and the bers: 3 
: But of hs old Sir Nick | | 


Has found a new trick, | 
And only Appears in a noiſe : 
„ - That 


Mt. 


* His majeſty gratiouſy condeſunded tobe the patron 
of theſe Je. e 


L 308 1 


That it whilom beſel, 
As we all know too well, : 
At a Quaker's, whoſe ſpirit within 
Was put to the roult 
By a pirit without, 
1 hat made a moſt terrib! le din: 


765 Being Grely a aid, 
He called to his aid 
All ſorts of good people to ſave him; 
Who readily Wen, 
With a pious intent, 


For fear leſt the devil ould have him. 


The peers ey the commoas 
- Subinit to his ſummons, 
For the ſake of fo worthy : an holt: 
Much company came, 
Who were brought by the fame 
Of this terrible noiſe of a ghoſt. 


| e by their charaw; 

From danger and harms, 

DOE The ladies came thither likewiſe : 
But how could the ſprite 

Believe it was night, 


Whilſt they made it day __ their eyes! 7 


How bleſt i is our iſle, 
Where ſuch graces do elle ?- 

What nation can boaſt ſo much merit; CE 
Where beauties ſo bright, = _ a 
In the dead of the night, 926 

Defy both the fleſh and the ſpirit! ? 


Thus ſirengthened, mine hoſt 
Did vapour and boaſt, 
And bounce like 2 ſtout vahant } Jay: lor? 
In his own wile conseit, | 
Was wholly as great, 
. It not greater than Fox or the Nailor. 3 
ut 


But dreadful, alas! 
When midnight was paſt, 
| When by conſtant experience 'tis found, 
And children can tell, 
Before they can ſpell, 
That ghoſts like the watch, take their tour 


Then a noiſe from afar; 

Like a drumming to war, 
Made every viſage look pale; 

The blood from each part 


PFlew ſwift to the heart, 


And the ſpirits found vent at the tall. 


Tho? ſhocking the ſmell, 
Tet, it happened full well, 
For it kept all the ladies from fainting ; . 
But to ſhew us each face, 
What a pity it was, 
That HoGanrm was not there with his painjing.?: 


Thus we fairly, 1 think, 
Account for the ſtink; \ 
Hut what the ſtrange drumming ſoul be, 85 
Oh ! hard to believe it, N | 
Who would ever conceive it? 
| "Twas the captain's great dog and a flea; 


S Oo N 127. 


HEN Luna, pale with ſolemn mein, 
 Oferiook'd the ſpreading trees, 
Aud all attentive was the ſcene, 
Nor whiſpered once a bree ac: 
pon a dewy bank reclin'd, 
Poor Damon breath'd ks "POR : 
Till tears relieved: then * Fate unkind, . 
And wretched me' he cries. 


Farewell, my CLox, farewell all 
That uſed to charm thy ſwain; 
Nor time, nor admonition's call, 
Can caſe my Den s pain. „„ 
F 4 Ne 


— 


— 


— co 
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Nor a my pipe, whoſe echoing voice 
Has charmed my love and me, 


= — —-—-— 


And, when the tune was CLOE“'s choice, 


* Redoubled melody. 


2 0 how can I forget each ſcene, 
* (Or thinking fail to die) 


Of ſportive innocence between 


© My faithful love and I! 


TM How charming paſſed each. pleaſing hour, | 


In which the fragrant grove, 


The purling ſtream, and mantling * 


6 Beheld our mutual love! 


EW. How ſweet the ſmi'e that deck'd her face, 


When near her lips I drew! 


But ſmiles and kiſſes (cruel caſe,) 


From henceforth all adieu. 


The bluſhing roſe was in her cheek). 


© The diamond in her eyes - 
And with her white and ſilken neck. 
No lilly fair could vie. 


4 So tender, gentle, kind, and fret, 


£ Tovirtue's rules fo bound, 


1 Go ſearch, but ſearch in vain to meet 


« With like the village round ; 
go made to charm her ſhape and airy 
* When tripping 'o'er the green, 


2 The ſighing ſwains ſurveyed the fair, 


* And "call her beauty's queen. 


« Forgive me then, each n erin and forain, 
Dor blame my fighs ſincere, 


E But, when ye paſs where CLoz's lain, 


L“et pity drop a tear.” 


Thus Damon told his tale ſevere, 


Till inward turned the tide; 
Then, overcome with deep deſpair, 
He broken hearted d Vd. 


SONG. 


or EN 
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SONG. 128. On Lotteries. 
A LOT'T'RY, like a magic ſpell, 


Fr All ranks of men bewitches, 
Whoſe beating boſoms. vainly ſwell 
With hopes of ſudden riches: s 
With hope to gain TEX TrousanD Pound: 
How many poſt to ruin, 
And for an empty, airy-ſound, 
Contrive their own undoing! 


Thoſe on whom wealth her ſtores had ſhed; 
May firmly bear theſe croſſes; _ 
But they who earn their daily bread, 

Oft fink beneath their loſſes. | 
Tis ſtrange, ſo many fools we find, 

Buy tickets thus deluded, 5 
And by a trifling turn of mind 

From life's beſt bliſs excluded. 


For life's beſt bleſſing, calm content, 
Attends no more his ſlumbers, 
Who dreams of profit, cent. per cent. 
And ſets his heart on numbers. 
Thro all life's various ſtages, care 
Our peace will oft diſquiet; 
Like a free- gift it comes, we ne et 
Need be in haſte to buy it. 


He who, intent on ſhadowy ſchemes, 
By them is deeply bubbled, 

Deſerves to wake from golden dreams, 

With diſappointment doubled. 

Unmoved by Fortune's fickle wheel, 
The wiſe man chance defpiſes; 

And prudence courts with fervent zeal 

She gives the higheſt prizes. 


„ $ONG 


=. 2 
SONG 125. The toaft; a catch. 
IVE the toaſt, my good fel.ow, be blithſome 
and gay, 
And let the briſk moments paſs jocund away! 
Here's the king——=take your bumpers, my brave Iriſh, 


ſouls, 


Who guards your fair krcenden, ſhould grace ur full 
bow!s. 


Let him live——long and happy, ſee Lewis! is brought 
doven, 


And taſte all the comforts (oo cares) of a crown. 
8 0 NG 130. On the Royal Vuptiab. 


MEN to thee our pray'rs aſcend; 
To thee fair Aibion's ſov'reigns beod ; 
Thy fragrant roſes ſtrow: 
Their hands let ſmiling concord join; 


XExos 2 myrtle Wieath intwine 


For G:okGy and CHARLOTTE's brow, 


See the brifk | hours on roſy wing 
From morn's brig? > portal jocund ſpring, 
To hail the | 14pPy day; 


Whilſt flow retires the Help: erian ſtar, 


Phebus impatient moun's its Car, 
And beams his brighteſt ray. 


Lock through the radiant lifes of time: 
deeſt thou in any Age Or clime 
A nation bleſ/d like this? 


A king whole wills the people's voice, 
A queen whoſe worth's the people's Choices 


Accumulate its blits. 


Whilſt, glad to cull each 88 flow'r, 


And deck, bright pair, your nuptial bow, 


Light fraſk the purple loves, 


Beaton with jov the work ſurveys 
And virtue, ſiniling as they gaze, 


Tbeir buiy care error 5 
b Thougli 


. 


Though idle cops, al prone to change, e 
Like the gay bee inceſſant range, 
"Tis folly deems them free: 
Ve know to yield in virtue's cauſe; 
To bend the will to 1eaſon's laws 
1s real liberty. 


N 


No wild deſires can joy impart; 
They pleaſe the ſenſe, ne'er reach the bet, 
Evaporate and cloy: 
1 Who till purſue but never fix, 
Nor mental charms with ſenſual mix, 
Poſſeſs, but ne er enjoy. 


5 Hun, far nobler gifts are thine; 
Each ſocial joy, each bliſs divine, 
Luhat glads the human breaft : 
Tine is th' extatic mutual glow ; 
Tis you the facred gift beſtow, 
In bleſſing to be bleiled. 


To monarchs power, to ſubjects friends, 
Nature with kind diſtinction ſends 
* | Prom her eternal ſpring: _ 
hut, link'd in Hymen's ſi ken chain, 
Monarchs the various bliſs attain 


Of ſubje& and of king. 


Though ſenſe and mind, which man compoſe, 
Deſigned as friends, disjoined as foes, _ * 
| To diff rent objects tend ; = 
Vet bound in Hyme N's ſacred tyes, 
The low, the high, diſcording joys 
Of tenie and reaſon blend. 


See the gay bubbles round ns play ; 

Still as we graſp they flit away, 
Emblems of human toys! 

But children /alting pleaſures give; 

In them to future times we live, 8 
And gathet future joys. Tf 


4a 
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Tf ſuch the bliſs of HyMEN' s ſtate; 
What joys, bleſſed pair, on you await! 


Beauty and friendſhip joined ; 
Beauty, to fill each b A 
Whilſt friendſhip's vital powers 8 
Ihe rapture to t . mind. 


And, when we lock to that dread hour 


When Gzo RGE and CHARLOTTE are no more, 


This hope illumes the breaſt: 


Still in their offspring they ſhall ſway ; 


We in our ſons ſhall hail this day, 
In future ages bleſſed. 


Wo 


8 O N G 131. 'On the Jane pccafion. 


HE comes! I ſee her from afar,” 
Refulgent as the morning ftar, 
Or as the mid-day ſun: 
Conduct her, Heav'n, acroſs the deep 
Lay the my winds aſleep! 
Heav'n ſpake, and it was done. 


Tu obedient waves cn the ſmooth ſurface glide, 
And pay due homage to their ſov'reign's bride, 


Inured too long to martial noiſe, 

She comes to taſte the enyy'd joys 
Of glory and repoſe ; 

No more to hear the orphan's cry, 

The heart-felt pang, the plaintive ſigh, 
Nor dread approaching foes. 


Boaſt then, O! boaſt the triumph of thine eyes; z 
Ve beſt of princes is CHARLOTTE $ prize. . 


And ſee! the royal youth appears, 
Mature in glory, ripe in years, 
Britannia's darling Care, 
Tell me, ye envious diſtant pow'rs, 
What iſle can boaſt a king like ours, 
What ifle a queen fo fai? 
Illuſtrious monarch, thou haſt gained from Heay'n 
lis choice ek Whaz more could it have giv'n? 


Immortal 


A 


. 
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Immortal Hymn, to whoſe care 
Belong the ſolemn rites, prepare 
To crown the happy day! 
Ye muſes, ſweep the ſounding lyre! 
Exert your warm poetic fire 
To chace the hours away, 
Till Grog receive her to the nuptial Bed ; 3 
Till innocence with royal virtue wet. 


And, when. in living verſe ye tell 
How Britain raPd, how Gallia fell, 
In his auſpicious rctzn, 
Her beauty's empire ſhall be ſung: 
Her merit, praifed by ev'ry tongue, 
Shall cloſe the grateful ſtrain: 
Long may ſhe boaſt the triumph of her cot; 8 
« Long may the beſt of princes be her prize!» 


S O- NG 132. Hunting. 


HE morning is charming, all nature is gay, 
Away, my brave boys, to your horſes away; 
For the prime of our pleaſure, and queſting the bare, 
We have not ſo much as a moment to ſpare. 
Eno. Hark! the lively toned horn, 
How melodious it founds, haw melodious it ſounds, 
To the muſical ſong, to the mo ical Jorg of 708 


e 'd hounds. 
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a yon ſtubble fields we ſhall find her below; : 
Soho cries the huntſman; hark to him, ſoho! 

See! ſee where ſhe goes, and the hounds have a view; 7 
Such harmony HAN DEL himſelf never knew. 


Cu o. Gates, hedges, and ditches to us are no bounds, : 


But the world i is our own whe s We follow 166 
Boundi. 


x 
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1 Hold. hold, 'tis a double ; hark, hey? Bowler, hey ! 
2 "If a thouſand gainſay it, 
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Nis beauty ſurpaſſing, his truth has been tryed, 


At the head of the pack an infallible guide. 


Cn o. At his cry theavide welkin with thunder reſuunds, 
. darling of bunters, the glory of Pounds. 


O'er highlands and lowlands, and woodlands we fly, 


Our horſes full ſpeed, and our hounds in tull cry; 


So match'd in their mouths, and ſo even they run, 
Like the trine of the ſpheres, and the race of the ſun. 


Cuno. Health, joy, and felicity, dance in the rounds, 
| And bleſs the gay circle od hunter and Pounds. | 


| The old hounds puſh forward, a very fure ſian, 


That the hare (though a ſtout one) begins to decline; . 
A chace of two hours or more ſhe has led; _ 


She's down, look about ye, they have her, ſhe's tid; 


Cu o. How glorious a death to be honoured with ſounds 
Of borns, and a 8 foout to the chorus of. bounds, 


| Here's a health to all hunters, and long be their lives, 
May they never be croſt by their ſweethearts or wives, 
May they rule their own paſſions, and ever. at reſt, 
As the moſt happy men, be they alſo the beſt. 


C0. And free from the care which the many ſurrounds, | 
Be happy at laſt when ibey ** no more bounds, | 


8 0 N 8 133. Fos the Cateb- Club 4 the Phanik 


in . erburgh Free. 


Tune: Come let us prepare. 


W HEN the deity's word, 
Throughout Chaos was heard, 


And in order uprol⸗ this vaſt ball, ſir, 


The ſpheres ſung his praiſe, 
Who from diſcord could raiſe, 


This Harmony, Harmony all, fir. 


Each child of the earth, 
The chorus ſung * 5 


B 


„ Te-deums were grateſully given; 
Land, ſea and ſkies rung, 
With creation's glad ſong; 

And Harmony echo d thro Heaven, 


FTW muſic * e chirms 
Each fierce paſſion difurms, _ 
As we find by unhappy king Saut, fir, 
When his harp David tuned, 
Madneſs ſunk at the found, 
For ſenſe comes at Harmony's call, fir. 


The ſpider inflam' d, 
Tarantula nam'd, | 
With his ſting will each victim, appal firs 
But muſic is ſure, _ 
- The fad patient to cure, 
Fc or health comes at Harmony" s call, fie | 


Fine had kill, 
To curb PHILrr's ſon's will, 
With a touch made his heart riſe or fall, fir, 
__ _ He in tune put his breaſt, 
| 'Then let love do the reſt, 1 
Tor love comes at Harmony's call, fir. 


e 8 Heal 
i By his ſenſe-lulling ſtrain, | 
Could the foreft's wild tenants enthral, fir, 
Nay ſtones we can prove, 
| Will obedient move, 
At Harmony 5 klarmony s call, fir. 


Man and beaſt will decay, 
| Rocks and ſeas fink 8 | 
The great globe muſt to ruin te gn, ſir, 
Yet in Heaven above, 
Still will muſic and love, 
Eternal in Harmony join, fir, 


This night jet un ſtrive, 
Io keep bumou alive, 


142-1 


But firſt we'll this bumper diſpatch, fir, 


Let him, who ſings beſt, 
Sing a ſong for the reſt, 
Or join as he ought | in a catch, ſir. 


8. ON 8 134. Sung by Free-Maſons, N mak 


ing an entered apprentice. 


(OME, let us prepare, 
We brothers that are 
Met together on merry occaſion ;. 
Let's drink, laugh and ſing, 
Our wine has a ſpring: 


| Here s a health to an Accepted Ma on. 


Cuno. Let's drink, Jaugh: be. 


The world i is in pain, 
Our ſecrets to gain, 


But ſtill let them wonder and gaze on, 


* Till they're ſnewn the light, 
They'll never know the right 


Word, or ſign of an Accepted Maſon. 


"Tis this, and 'tis that, 
They cannot tell what; 


Why ſo many great men in the nation 


Should aprons put on, 
To make themſelves one 
With a free and an Accepted Maſon. 


Great kings, dukes, and lords, 
Have laid by their ſwords, 
This our myſt ry to put a good grace on; 
And ne'er been aſham'd 
To hear themſelves nam'd | 
With a * 5 an IN Maſon. 


— 


be three 2 7 of this werſe a are Jemetime thus? 


They ne'er can divine, 
The word or the ſign 


Of a free and an Accepted Maſon. 


© Antiqui ity's 


E #13 0; 
Antiquity's pride | 
We quit 20 our ſide, a 
It makes each man juſt in his ſtationz 
There's nought but what's good, 15 
To be underſtood 
By à free and an, Accepted Maiou, 


We're true and fincere, 
We're juſt to the fair, 
They'll truſt us on ev'ry occaſion 3 
No mortal can more 
The ladies adore 
Than a free and an Accepted aden. 


Then join hand in hand 

To each other firm ſtand, 

| Let's be merry, and put a bright face on: 
No mortal can boaſt 
So nable a toaſt, 

4 a Tons and an Accepted Maſon, 


Croanns, 


= . can  boaft 
So noble a toaſt, 


As a free and an Accepted Maſon, 
Thrice repeated in due form: 


To all the l fraternity round the globe, 


SONG 135. 


Greedy TRY Tre been told, 
That what you touch you turn to gold; 
© had I but a pow'r like thine, | 
I'd turn whate'er touch to wine. 
: I'd turn, &c. 


Each purling ſtream ſhould ſeel my force; 
Fach fiſh my fatal power mourn; 
And wond'iing at the mighty change, 
Should 1 in their native 9 burn. 


1 
5 


— D 


Nor mould there any dare Papproack 


For perhaps we may not meet here to-morrow. 


1 4 J. 


_ Unto my mantling, ſparkling ſhrine, 


| But firſt ſhould pay their yotes to me, 


And ſtile me only god of wine. 
SONG 1 36. The Wifhu. 


OC INCE wiſhing's: the faſhion, ſhall we baulk tha 


And, while bards are wiſhing, in lence remain? 
By Jo vz 'twould be ſhameful, it never ſhall-be, 


Then join worthy Britons in wiſking with me. 


Then join, &c. 


Tue firſt with I make (to the heav'ns let it ring) 

Is honour, and pleaſure, and health to the king ; = 
May he reign long and happy, each gift may he ſhat” 
And his fame be as great, as his virtue is rare. 8 


The next for the queen; may the winds waft her oer, 
In ſafety to taſte all the joys of our ſhore; _ 
May the charms of her prudence, her beauty tranſcend; 
An amiable conſort, companion, and friend, En 


mr rapture and purity, oh! may their bed, 
By the loves and the graces, with roſes be ſpread : 
May an offspring ſucceed (can we better defire 7) 


As bright as the mother, as wiſe as the fire, | 


May the ſeaſons preſs forward, their ſenſes to greet, 


And the hours dance around them, with down on their 


. 5 
No cloud to o' erſhade em, no thorn in their ways, 


But love, wealth, and glory, increaſe with their days. 


SONG 137. 


"NOME, let us drink, and drown all forrow, 
For perhaps we may not, for perhaps we may not 


He 


T, 


\ 


Ie that goes to bed, goes to bed, goes to bed 650, 
5 Falls as the leaves do i in October. 
1 will cure the head-· ach, the cough and the pit, 5 


This is to all men, this is to all men, 
This is to all men the beſt of phyſic. 


: Prom the head to the tail of the nation, 


f Dae religion exalts to the ſky, firs, 
3 = 
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Falls as the leaves do, falls as the leaves do, 


80 N G 137. The F 
T* une: Come let us prepare, o&S 
Ye E pimps all draw near, 
And I'll make it appear, 
That a pimp is no raſcally ſtation 3 


And that pimps we are all, 
(1 aver) great and ſmall, 


# 


The prieft | it is s plain, 2 
For the lucre of gain, 


And will meckly declare, 
That no nymph is fo wy 
Tho' he knows all the time 


tis a lye, firs, 


The grave judge of the BY 
Will ſwear there's no-wench 


Like juſtice, ſo ſafe and ſo ſound, ſirs. 


Tho' he looks without guile, 
Vet he knows all the while 


She 8 been pox d by the . all round, ers. 


T he doctor ſo grave, 
Ils as arrant a knave, nh | 
And a pimp to a lady call'd health, "0 
Tho' the fon of a whore, © 
Has debauch'd her before, 
And now ſells her for | Chaciot and weal: h, ir. 


The 
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The player I ween, 
Pimps for tragedy's queen, 


And for comedy ſeldom refuſes z 


The manager's ſoul. 
Is a pimp to his coal, 


The ſoldier and tar, 

Ate the pimps of the war, 
And the beau is a pimp by pro 

The ſtateſman, *tis true, 

_ Give the devil his due; 


And the poet's a pimp to the muſes; 


Is no . the bawd of the nation, 


$ 0 N 0 139. 'E he Kildare Hunt, 2 cantages 


krcirarivs. 


Such the ects of vain defice, 


: WI LE « o'er kis bags the fordid flave.. 
Or o'er his books the ophiſt graves. 

Improves the coffer or the mind, 
But ah, no happineſs can find; 


Still wanting what we can't acquire. 


Arz. 


Tune: ; In the tel of way. 


0 May * foys of my foul, be exempt from control, 
Unincumber d with fear or with fain; 

| *. ith the ſons of the chact, Id each pleaſure embracts. 
; of the bottle, the bowl, or the plain. 


' Then to Kildare away, RY Tow the bucks ever gays. 
Share the charms of the bowl and the field : 
With them I'd enjoy, what can never aunoy, 
The pleaſures which either can yield. 


Ricira» 


ny y 
RECITATIVE, 


But ah! too ſoon the roſey cheek 
Of ruddy youth will fade away, 
And wrinkled age infirm and weak, 

Bring on the winter of decay. 


Fzaencu-Horn Ars. | 


Then ye bueks who lowe the ſport, 
Tao the Kildare hunt repair, 
There the ſons of mirth reſort, | 1 
Ä Free from ſorroau, void of care; | Þ} | 
Horns ſounding | 1 
Fey abounding ; 
Echo fills the air. | 
Nature joins the jowial lay, 1 

Haſte — naturè s ſtrains obey. | 1 


Lo! the deer unharbour'd flies, 
Trembling ver the verdant glade 
Noro for cover ſee ſbe tries, 
And implores the thicket's au. 25 
| be, Herns ſounding, &c. 


Cee with eager foy the hounds, 
Snuff the ſportive chace purſue ; 
Hill and dale their cry reſounds, 

While the flying deer's in view. = 
„ | Hern, ſeunding, &c. 


Foremoſt in the jovial train, 
Vieau a martial form and mein; 9? 

Hark his voice delights the plain, 
As his preſence glads the ſcene. 


Horns ſounding, kc. 
Thus - 


= * Col. 266 | 
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15401 Onio, fam'd of yore, | 
Taught each azure hill the.cry, 


Till the gods==could gods do 3 


— bim ranger of = ſhy. 


5 Horns ſounding, & 5 


80 NG 149. The | Liyal Toaſt 


. rote before the cefſation of arms. Tune: Puſh about 
the briſk bowl, oc. | 


1X HQ 45 loyal the kingdom can prize, 
To toaſt it they met at the ſtar: 
Divinity, phvlic, a lawyer, likewiſe 
A merchant, mechanic, and tar, and tar, 


A merchant, mechanic, end tar. 


The bow! being brought, then their bumpers. they 


_ Chare'd, 
And mor'd the divine to begin: 
Tan ready, he faid, and his voice he enlarg'd, 
With long life, and ſucceſs to the king, the — Oe. 


hen phyſi ck he lean'd on bis gold-headed cane, 
And with gravity took up his glaſs : 


Here's wiſhing our ſubjects united remain, 


Then the toes of our land's but a farce, 1 4 farce, v. 


The lawyer be eagerly then took a muff, 
Ih expedition he had in his view: 


Here's to Hawxe, and all others that ſtick by the ſtuff, - 


Whate' er they attack to ſubdue, ſubdue, &c. 


| Here 3 wiſhing the \ war on wah: vigour may go, 
Said the merchant, tho' aſſurance us fleece: 


Two years more ſuch conqueſts, ſhall make them to know, 5 


That on our own terms, we'll have PEACE, have 


by Ec We. 
| Tha 


1 


1 4 conflllavion in d. Southory beanphars 


* : 


d + of 


4 


E ag ] 


The mechanic he vil that Great Britain : allot; 
With zeal and true courage may fight; 
Like Britons of old, who fo freedom did prize, | 

And bravely defended their right, their right, oc. 


Plague them, quoth Jack Tan, who'd hurt Groncr 


and PITT, 
Make a cell in the baſtile vets room; 
"The worth of true freedom know, by wanting it, 


And cuckold by prieſts be their doom, their doom, 


C. 


Ir ANV appearing, ſhe did them careſs, 
Boys! I have a ſon. of my own; 
On whoſe royal boſom, freedom is impreſt, 
Tis Groh the third now on the throne, Se. | 


s ON 8 9 02 the birth f the Prince of W, ales. 


O Gzoxcr and Enis pen; happy ba 
A ſon is born, a royal heir, 
Bring ev'ty gem from chryſtals bed. 
To crown the lovely infant's head: 
Britons all hail th' auſpicious morn, 
hen Grone and CHARLOTT E's ſon was bors,. 


$0 N 6 — On the conguef of the Havannab. 5 


Tune : : The Twicher, 


ow England's viforious, 
Our conqueſts more glorious, 
Than Sow of ELIZA or ANNA 
Freedom drew Honour's ſword, 
Courage gave us the word, 


4nd our hearts of oak ſtorm'd chaHarenak; "Grave 3 


And tur begrts of vak farm d the Havannab. 
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For Quebec, Montreal, 
Martinique, Senegal, 


With forrow each Frenchman looks 1 wan- nel 


And I'll hold ten to one, 9 
That each whilker-cheek'd don, 


Seems as queer for the loſs of Flarannal, brave boys 


Oc. 


France and Spain would intrigue 
In a family league, 
And Auſtria muſt join in the clan ah! 
Yet though Poliſh count BauH. 
Clubb'd the weight of his ſkull, 
All their heads coud nt fave the Havannah, bra a ve bam; 


"Our mind. we made good, 
For determin'd we ſtood, 

To conquer or die to a man-ah! 
With our broadſides and cheers 
We have deafen'd the ears, 


And dum. founded the dons at Havannah, brave brys, Dr. 


Our commenders we knew 
Were reſolv'd to go through, 


Unani miry ſtrengthened their plan ah! * 


Along Cuba's coaſt, 
But we Britons won't boaſt, 
Nor ſhall Spaniards now boaſt Wwe Havannah, browe 
boys, &c. 


| Once Szain in bravado 
Sent here an Armado, 


But Dara drubb'd them out of theic plan ab? 


In return for their treat, 
We diſpatch'd a ſtout fleet, 
To drub the dons out of Havannah, brave "SY He. 


dee Bacrannrs advance, 
Conquelts wreack on her lance, 


Magnani- 


Nor ſuffer 48 ur fume to be bd with a pe. 
8 


it 


| Magnani nity marſhal: her plan ah! 


Fame rejuiced ſpreads her wings, \ 
Hark exulting che ſings, 5 
Britith heroes have won the Havannah, brave bye, Ge. 


LO N G 134. The Pea-e- Soup-Maker er, a new x 


meſs at the B--df--rd Head. 


Tune: Ye medley of mortals, & 8 


ö CY F late we have heard of a laird i in high ſtation, 


Determin'd to give a treat to the nation; 


A inch of pea-e loup, he has or“. d, 'tis ſaid, 


To be cook'd in a trice at the old Bedford head, 
Sing tantara-yara cooks all, cooks all. 
Sing tantara-rara cooks all. 


The cooks all attended his call, you may gueſs, 
Where puzzling their brains, how to cook up the meſs ; ; 


_ Each politic noddle reflected and reaſon d, 
7 hat the people would certcinly like it well ſeaſon d. 


But my laird of the Boot us'd to oatmeal and water, 
To crowdy and gruel- 


knew nought of the matters, 
Moſt ſtrongly advis'd 'em with frugal patience, 


To leave out the ſeas'ning, and fave the expence. 


If this be the caſe then, how Britons will lock! 
Turn fick at the porridge, and rail at the cook; 
For who but a Sc—tſ—n could reliſh ſuch ſtuff? 
80 prithee my laird make it ſeaſon d enough. 


| If the true Attic ſalt ſhould be wanting, I fear 
The French will rejoice, and the Hollanders ſneer ; 


Poor Eng'and dejected would fink down her head, 
And Sc tn grow fat on the Eagliſumen's been. 


Then rouſe hearts of oak! from your lethargy ile? | 
Tis time, my good friends, yon ſhould open your eyes; 
You have fought——you have conn OC: honour 


mcreaſe, 


— 
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No longer let bunglers in cook'ry pretend. 
To poiſon their taſtes for their own private end: 
Inlipid ſoup meagre, or crowdy, or ſallad, 

Are not ſtrong enough for Engliſhmen's palate. 


— 


Let your ſoup, if you have it, be laſting and tcong, 


Io ſtick to the ribs of the old and the young : 
High {eaſon'd and rich, it will add to your v4zour, 
And give you fred courage to draw {word or trigger. 


Then 'bate not a grain of your ſeas'ning at leaſt, 
our ſpirit maintain e':,, your pow'rs decreag': 
o be gull'd of your glory, ne'er Jet it be ſaid, 


But down with the boot, and the 0 d 13 head. 


$0 N 0 . 44. The Maſquerade 


: Wrote 55 9 5 Gn and ſung originally at Rane-. 


Lal en, near Londen. 


E medley of mortals that make up the throng, 
Spare your wit for a moment and liſt to my ſongs 


What you'd not expect here, my wir ſhall be new, 
And what is more ſtrange ev'cy word ſhit be true 


YE ng tantara rag truth all, truth all, 
Sing tantara-rara truth all. 


Not A * in "the place you'll buy cheaper than mine, 


Bring your laſſes to we and you'l! ſave all your coin; 
The ladies alone, will pay dear tor my ſkill, 
4 For if they will hear me, their tongues mult lie ſtiil. 


Sing tantara- rara, muts all, &c. 


Tho our ele are ſcarn'd by the grave and the wile, 


"Yet chey practiſe all day, what they ſeem to Ceſpt' es. 


2 mankind, from the great, to the ſmall, 
ach wwortal' $ diſguis d, ard the world is a ball. 
Sing tantara-rara, maſh ; at, &e. | 


be parſon, brimful of October and grace, 


Wich ba 6 long per pipe, and a round 1 face; 4 


E 
Will rail at our doing — but when it is dark, 
The doQtar's-diſguis'd, and led home by the clerks... | 
Ro, Sing tantara rara, maſk all, dec. ? a 


The fierce roaring blade, with long ſword and cock d 
hat, 


Who with zounds! he did this, and d*s-blood he il go 
that; 


When he comes to his trial he fails in his part,. 
And proves that his looks are but maſks to his heart. 
Sing tantara-rara, maſk all, &c. 


The beau acts the rake, and will talk of amours, 34 
Shews letters from wives, and appointments from 3 


whores: | = 

But a creature ſo modeſt, avoids a'l diſgrace, | 

For how would he bluſh, ſhould he meet face to free? - 
| . Sing tantara rara, maſk alh, &C. = 


The courtiers and patriots, | "mangft other fine things, — 
Will talk of their country, and love of their kings; . 
But their maſks will drop 6#, if you ſhake but the pelf, | 

And ſhew king and country all center'd in ſelf. 8 


Sing tantara-rara, maſk all, &c. 


With an cmfide of virtue, Miſs SQUE ain the 

| prude, 
1 If you touch her, Ore faints; if you ſpeak, you are rude ;; 
Thus ſhe's prim, and ſhe's coy, 'till her blofſoms are 


gone, 


| And when mellow, ſhe's pluck by the coachman or 
's | Journ: | | 


wh 


Sing tantara-rara ak all, 1. 


With a grave maſk of wiſdom, ſay phyſic and law, 
In your cale there's no fear, in your cauſe there's no 
= _ faw; - 
1 Till death and the judge have decreed; they look big; 
Ty T hen you find you have truſted—a fuli-bottom'd wig: 
Sing tantara-rara, maſk all, dc. 


r KT . 
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| Thus life is no more than a round of deceit, 
Each. neighbour will find, that his next is a cheat; 
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But it, 0 ye mortals, theſe tricks ye purſue ; ; 


ba You at laſt cheat vourlelves and the devil cheats you. 
Sing tantara r ara, maſk att, &c. 


80 N 145. The Congreſs : wr, a deviſe to luer - 


the land lax. | 


All now is done with ſuch a bon gtace, 

ngliſh wight can ſucely grumble, _ 
Or cry, out tr—ty makers fumble. 8 85 
Doodle, duodle, doa, paw paw paw, paw hav, = 


Who would not for a p—ce like this, 
Replete with ev'ry kind of blits, 
Give al our c—q—#ts, all our gain- a, 


And th in the I thane a. ts, 
| Doodle, dedle, dn, &c. 


Our manners now we all will change-a, 
Talk Erfe and get the Sc—tt—ſh m ings-a, 
On oatmeal haggiſe, we will feed-a, | 


And Smithbeld beaſts no more ſhall bleed-a. _ 
Doodle, doodlę, dos, &c. 


A tartan plaid each child ſhall wear- a, 
With bonnets blue we'll deck our hair-a, 
And make an act, that no one may put 


A 2 or beaver, on his caput. . | 
f Doboale, dudle, duo, xc. 


A firut wah Caledonian pride, 
SnakzsPEARE and MiLro x fling aſide, 


H E you may | fee the "JON oy 3 
E 


9g On bag- pipes play, and learn to ſing all, 
TW atChicvements of the mighty Fixear.. 


Doodle, dudle, dhe, & &c, 


* . all this x we Owe-2, i 
For faving us from beaten foe-a, 
And is the le aſt we ſurely can do, 


For to regain loft Newfoundl- _ Sh 
| Fed, deodle, deo, &c. 
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When Stateſmen miſcarry and thing: 80 awry, 
The coffe... houte grumblers their rancour let fle, 
And {narl, ap and worry=——yet know not ior Why. N 
0 the rum grumblers, &c, 


Muckle glee fills the heart of brave Saw ney. the Scot, 
Zecau e he has flily the upper hand got, | 
The Eagliſhnan g4umbles—becauſe he las not. 
O the rum grumbler 3 Kc. 


Some grumblers poſſeſs d of more money than ſenſe, 
ee of the land- tax, the war and expence, 
- The conqueſt brings ruin they plead for defence. 
| O the rum gr wmbiers, &. | 


The poor pe Opie arable about the ſtrong becr, 
Our ſoldiers and ſailors too grumble for fear, 
Of — the ee hope to bring here. 


O the rum grumblers, Ke. | 


The Pirtamites 3 at HocaxTn': s new print, 
With countenance crabbed, they juſt take a {quit ut, 
And ſwear from Joun Bur Lhe has pilfer'd the hint. 

| 0 the rum grumble! 's, TE. | 


O1 Fo RM AI. cl thus againſt the N $f, 
4% What pity t3e author unpuniſh'd ſhould paſs? | 
„et them . clies Hatoewhile 1 add to the 

| maſs.” | | 


O the rum r grumblere, &. 


"Thus grumbling a growling from morning "ill | 
„„ 8 


The nation remains in a terrible plight! 
For ond will never—ſet matters to right. 
| O the rare grumblerg, Kc. 


Then let us not into fuck ſtrange madneſs fall, 
And loudly for peace, and no peace rave and bavel; 
But pray for a good one—or elfe none at all. 
O the rum grumblers of England! 
And 2 e Eng & umblers 2 
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On. nab ing 2 memorable general / pence, written by the 


Earl 6 "Cm; in the 11.21, of which there is [6 
intereſii 18 a Mona, (excirtfive of its flriking drol- 
tery) that the public wil! bo hi. g pleaſed with this, 
among the mA other choice piec COS- 5. of humour. 


Tune A begging we will go. 


WO Welchmen, partners in a eo, 
| Re od to ſell her dear: 


They l:id their heads together. how 


To dt at Lud! _ mn” | 
Fat de rol. de rol, 45 rol, 4 vel, de ret, 
de.10l, de ril, de do!, cal 4. 


: was on A ſulny ſummer's day. 


When on they drove the beast; 
And having got about half way, 
They laid them down „„ 


: The cow, a creature a no breeding, 


The place with graſs being ſtor'd, 


| Fed by, and while the was a feeding, 


Let fall a mighty t—d. 


; Roca, quoth Hvucn, Pl tell cher what, 


Two words and 1 have done: 


If thou wilt fairly eat up that, 


The cow is all thy own. 


— done, quoth Ras, tis agreed, 


And tot he went a pace; 


He was ſo- eager ſet, tis ſaid, 


'Phat he forgot his- Brace. 


He labour d with his wooden ſpoon, 
And up he flopp'd the ſtuff; 

Till by the time that half was bone. 
He felt he had « enoug Sh. 


He 


He felt. but ſco- ning to look back, 


1 Thas princes war « with equal rage, 


1 po x 


Would ſeem ſtill to want more; 


And then he made a freſh attack, 
As vigorous as before. 


| But {topping ſhort — kite. he cry a, 


How fares it, neighbour Iv en; 


1 hope by this thou'rt ſatisfy'd, 


Who's maſter of the cow. 


Ay, ay, var Hook; the evi choke thee, 
For nothing elle will do't; 


I'm ſatisfy'd that thou haft broke me, | 


« Valels thou wilt give out. 


Give ou”, quoth Rocrn, that were fine, 


Why what have I been doing ! 


Yet 1 will tell thee, friend of mine, 


1 will not 008 thy ruin. 


My batt now turns Piat ſuch gains, | 


I know thou'rt pituous poor; 
Eat thou the half that till remains, | 
And 'tis as Twas before. | | 


God's bleſſing o chy heart, quoth Hoon, 5 


That proffer none can gainſay, 


With that he readily fell to, 


And eat his ſhare of aer. 


2 quoth Hec Hz there i is no doubt | 
either ſide much winner; _ 15 


5 $3 had we been, quoth HuG6K, without 


d confounded dinner. 
2 M. 0 B A 1. 


This d- 


Through ſacred thirſt of power.; 
Fnhis gains a battle, that a x ſiege, 
Ck us as twas before. 


* 
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Our H we farther muſt allow, | 


This moral to afford; . 


At length they join to eat the cow, 
Their ens eat the t—d. 


80 N G 149. The Dog. 


"Fung i in the admirable nden 11, A trip to he 
| Dargle; or, the Iriſh wedding: per formed at the 


| theatre royal i in Crow: Areet. 


OME hafte to- our wediax ) ye friends and ye 


neighbours, 
”Fhe lovers their blifs can no longer delay; ; 


Forget all your ſorrows, your cares "and your labour, 


And let ev'ry heart beat with 8 all 8 
Love's votaries atÞ _ 
Attend to my call; 


5 Come revel i in raptures that never can cloy: 


Come Dee, 


Our felicity, . 


5 Who all the (we sts of the nn enjoy... 


: Lot envy, let 1 let hate and ambition; 


Still rule uncontroul'd in the breaſts of the great';: 


To thoſe turbulent eg we give no admiſſion, 


But leave tltem alone to the fools of the ſtate: | 
- We boaſt of no wealth 
But contentment and health; 


In mitth, love and friendſhip our moments employ, 


Cone, Oc. by 


Yet,reaſon we mix. with each innocent pleaſure, 


And temp'rately drink of the full flowing bowl,. 


Be liberal, not ticen'ious, our meaſure, 


1ſt fatal exceſs ſhould o 'erwhelm the free ſoul z. 

I Then fly at my bidding 
To this happy weddiag, 

* care ſhall intrude, our bliſs to annoy, 
5 Come“ * To 


to the 
at the 


and ye 


burg, 


vo 


E 
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Tune Ye medley of mortals, 2 


'S DAME mirth cal on mus, call muſic on feng, 


Come irolic-filled fancy Brin genius along; 


Come. Mo MVS. come Com Uz, CON 1 Bucks, h hark aways 2 


Here's to NimRoD our tou, ger, a biuſher, hufta. 
Ang taniara rare. hurra, hurra, 
Sing ſanterar-rara, Hurra. 


Tleroic SEMIRATIIS, Bb vio © Queen, 
Coreat NI MRop's TEe2n ha als ECO! ds had ſeen, 
Sne the order renew'd, dame herſelf as a g t. 


— 


And always {£011 theuce ore a Buck tk Her bréaſt. | 


She cali'd a divan, her ſau! e Nix us dethren'd, 


Cauſe no Wuck he would be, for no morarch was own'd, 
To her ladies this ipzech made, let Bucks alone win ye, 


And each fool be nick-nanſd from Niuus a Ninny. 


"Tis by women each Buck, at true honour arrives, | 
The fitſt race of Bucks were made Bucks by their wives: 


When for glory the G.eeks round the woild us'd to ton n, 


Each wiſe.s true buck, dubb' J her hero at home. 


This order Ike light qui ickly ſpread o'er r the earth, 
Irs harbingers Fiiend(h! p and Freedom wen: forth; 
Great NIM ROD appes ar, in our lodge, took his poſt, 
Love and Wit his ſupporters, and Honour his hoſt. 


From the archives of Azypt our charter he brought, 
"hat wealth prings from induſtry, to his bucks taught; 
Inſtrustions througs life for our ſake did adviſe; 


And hat golden rule formed, to be merry and wiſe. 185 
Nie flamy'd the Bucks charter; he formed the 618 


grand, EP 
Unanimity gave, as the 3 of ms | 
Jo each ranger, cach ſoreſter, this did premiſe, Y 


inge i Packs you're Hocome, boys, be 5 and wiſe 
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From Bacenvs our name is, ho fome y om JoT Be 
For he Was tne hr 16 2 A F311; * 5 1 ale LY 2's ; 0 
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And bequ ea! n d to. tac mah he h ud in: ry, Ris hort 13s 


Caprus Taesevs Hei now) ef {136N,and-others, 
Set fail in the ir Argo, like tan, B [IE nd brothers. 
The ladies of- Colchis elect each tranger, 

As Jes oN was choſe by MtDr a her ranger. | 


Some ſa y that Ac IN, becauſe! ne wore norne, 
Maſt needs be 2 Back, but that tale each Buck ſcorns; 
- Had he been one of us, in DIA furpriſe, 

He'd not ſtood like a fool, but been merry and wile. 


To. conclude, let us riſe Bucks, and band in hand 
: 200. 

And a Buck's  unanjmity ſhew by this fign ! | 

We bow to our grand, and acknowledge his ſway, 

0 And pronounce in full chorus, mem. con, We obey... 


— 6) N G 151 
Tune: Old Sir Simon the K. TY 


A BuxoM young girl keeps a yard, 


And ſhe too for ever is cleaning 

The fenes, which are pure, ſmooth and hard, 

And as white as the dear crea:ure's linen: 
Not far from this yard ſhe's a bouſe, 

Ĩ be like is ne er ſeen in a cent'ry; 

But what's very odd, the young blouze 

Each night puts the yard in her ware 


An old woman of fourſcore and one, 
That hardly a cuſtard could Able, 
Who long had been us'd to the fun, _ 
And many ftout things had made ene 
She ſtill remain d ſound at the root, 
As at fifteen when ſhe did begin it. 

And each night ſhe enjoys the fruit, 

5 geuing the wee” within I 8 


n jOTRgg 
5 


6 


others, 


chers. 


Ink, 

ſcorns; 
nd wiſe. 
in hand 
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